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AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 



In this impoetic age, vith itn sbam cItIUsbUod and Its 
small great men, one wbo Has really espoused the cause 
of bomanlty can find little cbance to make blmseU known 
especially tbrough tbe medium of poetry. 

However, after eighteen years of writing — never bay- 
ing attempted to "put myself on the market" as one ml^t 
say in the present commercial era— I resolved after the 
death of my iboy Chester, to publish this book and dedicate 
It to blm. 

My poems are mostly autobiographic. I have simply 
complied into verse every inspired moment of my life from 
seventeen up to my jH^esent age. 

Though one may find contradictions in my phllompby 
of life, in an Interval of eighteen years, one's Judgment Is 
apt to change, although fundamental truths, which for ages 
have been left intact, I have attempted to clothe In such 
variety of colors that they might appeal to the fancies of 
such readers who can see truth only from a certain angle. 

I am not catering to professional critics nor do I desire 
an extensive circulation tor my book at present; but I do 
want all lovers of poetry and truth to read It; as I know 
it will bring home to them many familiar emotions. In 
that way they will became my friends and my fellow work- 
ers in the cause of humanity. 

JOHN ROaK. 

August, 191G. 
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TO CHESTER 

1 

BIRTH. 

And peace has come at last ; if peace oo earth 
Could be attained with joy of infant birth. 
A sacred wish that purified the love 
And brought with it the blessings from above. 
An added zest to life, and hope, and joy, 
New charm to a soul, brought by a baby boy, 
Where sweet anticipation goaded on 
To prophecy the blessing ere 'twas done. 
Now the pure heart of motherhood is blest 
With real love's joy enfolded to her breast; 
While his heart beats to hers, he has no care — 
Unconscious of the love that's trembling there; 
While she, God bless her, she looks up to me. 
The lovelight image in mine eyes to see ; 
And I, too happy to grve utteraoce, smile. 
While a tear trickles down my chedc meanwhile. 



ACROSTIC. 

Came thou to us my baby boy, 
Heav'n's sweet message to bring us; 
Endowed our hearts with love and joy, — 
Showing the heaven within us; 
Teaching us life that's made sublime 
Enwrapped in bonds of endless time — 
Revealing the light to lead us. 
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One year old my baby boy, one year old today; 
And the joy that came with you charmed all pain 

away. 
When my journey grows too long and my heart 

{frows sad, 
I begin to think of you, and my heart's made glad. 

When this year is multiplied by the years to come. 
May they lead you to the place where all joys come 

from; 
And your little budding life, just a year gone by, 
Hath implanted in my heart hopes that never die. 

Hopes for you my baby boy — seeds my efforts sow; 
Ripened into blessings, such, only few can know — 
Blessings that my soul has sought and I craved in 

vain. 
But to you shall they all come, ever to remain. 
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A PRAYER 

I pray to Thee who guides the fate of mortals 
To stay Thy wrath and save my boy from death : 
Spare us his soul that wanders neath Thy portals. 
For our heart's blood is wastiag with his breath. 

He came to us to crown the love we cherished. 
The greatest blessings that Thou couldst have senti 
But then, alas! e'en then he might have perished 
Had not our prayers altered Thy intent. 

And now, O God 1 Almighty Judge and Master ! 
Hear Ye our prayer — hear it once again, — 
Relieve our wounds from venom of disaster. 
Postpone fate's blow — let our boy remain. 
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DEATH. 

He died, our little Boy — he's dead — 
A sweet smiie o'er his features spread : 
A blooming joy plucked from our hearts ; 
A soul escaped to unknown parts. 
The pain we felt and tears we shed 
And all the cute things that he said 
We gathered to repeat; as if 
We sought from mem'ry a relief; 
As if his spirit still with us 
Promised atonement for our loss : 
For in our hearts he was the King 
And gave us joy in everything. 
And now, alas ! the home's bereft — 
Remembrances alone are left; 
The little clothes he used to wear, 
His blocks, his horse, his teddy bear. 
His chair, his dishes and his bed. 
His little shoes, his drum and sled; 
And oh ! the many little things, 
That were a source of joy to bring. 
All this in mem'ry we'd sift o'er — 
Though many times we did before — 
Just to remind us of his worth 
And of the glory of his birth — 
The joy we cherished and we lost. 
Its satisfaction and its cost. 
Farewell, my baby, fare you well ! 
Your spirit shall forever dwell 
Within the hearts of those you left— 
Within the hearts forlorn — ^bereft; 
To teach them love and all it means 
When you are gone and new life begins. 
Feb. ID, 1916. 



DADDY'S GOOD BOY. 

"Daddy's good boy" — last words he said 
As he lay dying on his bed; 
Daddy's good boy and daddy's pride. 
And fondest hopes had with him died. 
The blessed joys that passed away 
Into the tomb of yesterday • 
His epitaph alone shall be 
Inscribed on scrolls of memory 
To chasten grief with holy thought 
Of all his life to us had brought. 
Though God had taken, as he sent. 
He can't destroy the monument 
Of love implanted in my heart 
Of which his soul's a lasting part; 
A monument years can't destroy 
Which love had built to Dad's good boy ! 



INSCRIPTION ON TOMB STONE 

Here lies our baby buried. 

His soul is of Heaven a part. 
But his spirit and his memory, 
Are buried in our hearts. 
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THE WORLD BEYOND. 

The world beyond, to me had seemed 
A thing apart from busy thought, 

But since my baby there had gone 
Within my mind a change was wrought. 

So often comes his mem'ry now, 
Followed by sighs, and tears, and pain; 

And prayers, heretofore unknown. 
That I might meet my boy again. 

Sometime, somewhere, I care not how ; 

My greatest hope's to realize 
The longing for some future life 

Where we'll each other recognize. 

And when my time shall come, I know 

That that sweet hope shall cheer me on— 

Howe're he'll be, he'll wait for me 
Somewhere in the unknown beyond. 



D.nt.zed by Google 



COMMENCEMENT DAY. 

ClassmUes we part — each other's face 

We ne'er again may see; 

But as in future years we cast 

Our memory cm the days long past, — 

These shall remembered be. 

These days of youth, when mind's athirst 

And drinks the cup of lore : 

The days when misery's at rest. 

And each day 6ads the next more blest, — 

These days we'll see no more. 

Yet thoug;h our joined life at schocd 
Upon this day departs. 
The friendships we iiad so long kept. 
Cannot in this one day be swept 
Away from our hearts. 

Then classmates let us all be pledged 
While yet combined we stay. 
As year l^ year our course we trace. 
To meet in this long cherished place 
On each cocunencement day. 
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THE BROOK. 

Farewell thou village of my birth. 
To me all treasures wert thou worth ; 
Thy shady rows, thy flowery fields. 
Had all the grace that nature yields. 
Thy crystal brook midst oaken lays. 
Companion of my youthful days, — 
How many bright and sunny moms, 
I passed the plain of weeds and thorns. 
And tread the narrow path that led 
Unlinked, to thy enchanted bed. 
I always found more pleasure there. 
Protected from the sunbeam's glare. 
To write my veise, or read my books; 
Or drink the grace from nature's looks: 
And when too warm the summer air, 
I'd off my clothes and lay me bare, 
And like a child who knows thy charms, 
I'd plnnge into thine outstretched arms. 

Oh, charming brook t thee nature gave 
The might to claim me as thy slave; 
The bliss I feel, when I'm caressed. 
Reclined on thy delicious breast. 
Is more than aught at such a time. 
When summer's in its wannest clime. 
And when refreshed from thine embrace. 
Upon the ground my length I'd trace 
Beneath the oaks that did outspread 
Their mingling boughs above my head. 



And then my thoughts from troubles free, 
'D submit into a reverie. 
Which deemed to have no other care 
Than to build castles in the air. 

In what a happy world we'd bide, 

Were all our wishes gratified. 

So could I muse me thus to lie. 

With streams of gushing water nigh, 

And leave the wordly cares to those 

Who're wont to mingle with their woes. 

Sometimes in midst of my repose, 

I'd yield me to a gentle doze; 

And dream the dreams in store for me 

Beyond the dreamland's boundary. 

And when my roam on dreamlands' shore. 

Had disappeared and was no more. 

Then I would wondrously perceive 

That it was noon and sometimes eve; 

Then would I quickly to my feet. 

The sand off from my clothing beat, 

And like a being in a trance. 

So would I stray my wonted glance; — 

A little stretch, pick up my book. 

Cast over all a doting look, ' 

And haste me with a rapid pace. 

O'er the same path my steps I'd trace. 

On which I lingered once before. 

When to the brook my book I bore. 

After I quenched me at the well, 

I thought I heard the dinner bell. 

Whereto I took my speedy flight, 

With an abounding appetite. 

O' charming brook ! I changed my ways ; 
Thou served me in my idle days ; 
Such day? are long gone by and past. 






For me they could not always last. 
Once free from all the worldly cares. 
Now I sustain them unawares; 
And can but deem to think thee naught 
But shelter which the idlers sought. 

Thus do we alter in our life, 
'S we mingle in the earthly strife; 
What once seemed bliss is now a folly 
Atoned to thoughts of youthful sally ; 
And man grown older in his youth. 
Thinks all his former deeds uncouth; 
He all his wit from nature drinks. 
And does whatever best he thinks; 
So that we must our youth forgive — 
As nature guides us so we live. 
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MEMORIES OF YOUTH. 

We'll ne'er forget the joyful hours. 
We spent alone in lonely bowers. 
Amidst the blooming trees and flowers. 
When we first drank our cup of love. 

Those blissful days how quickly drifted 
From our earthly stage of strife ; 
Thus is the way the nature's gifted. 
To shorten blissful days of life. 

O, happiness I thou dream of ours, — 
No more well see thy freshest bloom: 
We think of naught in older hours. 
But future of approaching doom. 



TRUE GLORY. 

When a life by love resplended 
Marches forward unattended 
By the train of sins and terrors 
That are bom of human errors, 
Then, a man in self will find 
A true inlet for the mind. 
To traverse through God's dominions 
And throw off the old opinions, 
Arming himself for the fray ■ 
Fought 'gainst ign'rance every day. 
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SUNSET O'ER THE MOUNTAINS. 

Out from the clouds the occidental sun. 
His costly robes unfolded to the earth ; 

And spread their brilliancy upon 

The nature's throng which he gave birth. 

The woods, the hill, the prairies wide. 
All seem'd to smile beneath his glance; 

And everywhere that he did bide. 
Produced his own reconveyance. 

'S we leave the ether in descending, 

Higher to roam its aerial flow. 
We may discern the summits blending, — 

Upon the clouds their shadows throw. 

Now withering, now disappearing, 

The dells, the hillocks, landscapes dyed. 

Escaped as towards them we're nearing 
With slow and undetermined stride. 

Still further down our way pursuing, 

Where brooklet's stream had wider grown : 

Invariably its course renewing, 
Tow'rd distant bridge o'er mountains drawn. 

'S we pierce our gaze another time 

Through distant groves and mountains steep, 

We thwart the bridge to yonder clime. 
Where shrouds his form the river deep. 
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And from the depths of mountain summit, 
Through Alpine slopes of radiant glow , 

Was seen the shepherd's Bocks, as from it 
They made their solitary show. 

Long had the sheep upon the pasture, 
Lis'ned to the song of the shepherd's flute; 

Till the sun's warning changed his gesture 
And cast him on his homeward route. 

From fields the birds, their labor o'er. 

Returned to their green abodes; 
Their little voices chirped no more 

Among their beds of leafy folds. 

Some in the trees, some in the bushes, 

Others upon their nests recline; 
They're all roomed amply, need no hutches 

To greet their early mom's repine. 

'Xcept brooklet's gush when all is still, — 
The clouds had faded in the west; — 

Here strays the howling whip-poor-will 
And stirs the multitudes at rest. 

The crimson sky had changed its hue, 
'S it shrunk 'neath the horizon bar; 

And shrinking it had left but few 
To linger in their flight afar. 

Some wings still fanned the heavenly mist. 
That sought the dismal swampy shrouds; 

Gliding along so lone and whist 
Their bantam shapes upon the clouds. 






We spy 's we gaze above the fields, 
A hill that overlooks the town. 

And from its trodden bosom yields 
A narrow pathway leading down. 

With nooks, and crooks the pathway leads 
O'er rocks, through dells and oaken lay ; 

Till 't cuts the plane of thorns and weeds. 
And winds into an open way. 

The mighty cause of grace did bear. 
Himself beneath the mounts afar, — 

A neutral tint of radiant glare. 
Still glittered o'er the western bar. 

The earth sustained by evening gloom, 
Kissed by the breath of zephyr's breeze. 

Enrobed its issue's pleasant bloom 
With approbativeness of ease. 

Terrestrial womb, by nature given 

The might to yield such graceful show. 

And wreathe its tegument more thriven. 
Kissed by the rays of sunbeam's glow. 

By nature's hand, it's nature's doing; 

Life, Beauty, Energy and Death; 
Wrought by speed of years renewing. 

Atoned to brevity of breath. 
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THE BALL. 

'Tis time, 'tis time ! Let all begin 

And let the music play! 
To dance, to dance ! We all go 'round, — 
The band begins, the partner's found ; — 

AH hearts are light and gay. 

Dance on, dance on, sweet youth and maid ; 

Dance on while dance you may! 
Let youth be loath to woe or grief, — 
All hearts be gay for youth is brief. 

Kissed by the sunbeam's ray. 

The music plays, — the dance goes on ; 

Around the ring they go! 
Joy unto you sweet youth and maid. 
While hearts are free and undismayed. 

Let your affections grow ! 

Oh, drink ! Oh, drink this cup of joy ! 

Oh, drink it while you may! 
For years to come are still unsown. 
The future destiny alone 

Can mark the reaping day. 

Fair youths and maids, your hearts are met 

And hear each other's beat ; 
Your eyes gleam joy, your cheeks are flushed,- 
Yet stop awhile, — the music's hushed; 

Have rest and take a seat. 
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Your seats you take, — how tired you are ! 

Your hearts beat fast, but fain; 
Refreshments please you well, I trow, 
But hurry, ling^er not below, — 

The music plays again. 

Away, away ! again away ! 

Around, around once more! 
Your feet roam fast upon the ground 
And rhyme too well with music's sound. 

Upon the glittering floor. 

Still linger, linger, late the night; 

But wait till early mom : 
Wait till the music stops to play, — 
The jolly hearts so warm and gay 

Shall all be homeward borne. 

You're all in bed, but sleep not, — ^why? 

It is the ball, I guessed, — 
Sweet recollections fill your mind 
Of all that happened, and you find 

Your heart with rapture blest. 

The ball is o'er, but many a heart 

Had heard its partner's call ; 
Many a knot of love was tied, — 
That could not their affections hide 

In that pathetic hall. 
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SHE'S DEAD. 

O, break ! O, break ! my weary heart ; 

O, break my heart in twain; 
There lived a maiden — she's no more, — 
O, how I loved and worshipped her; 

But I had strived in vain. 

She's gone ! she's gone ! I know not where ; 

She's gone away from me; 
Her eyes shall no more meet mine own 
To tell me that she's mine alone ; — 

Dim is my destiny. 

Her face never again I'll see. 

Nor hear her loving voice; — 
My heart thou'rt tortured, have thy will; 
Suffer, bleed, or for aye be still — 

This is thy mournful choice. 

Bedeck, ye fields, your beauties show; 

Ye woods bemoan your shade ; 
And brooklet check thy madly rush, — 
And sing no more ye birds, but hush ; — 

Ye flowers pine and fade. 

Thou gentle spring, there are other climes. 

Where bliss or beauty sways; 
Bemurk your rays ye sunbeams bright. 
And screen the moon and stars thou night - 

Here's none to sing your praise. 
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She's gone who laughed and played with us— 

She's gone and we're alone ; — 
How can we live without her voice 
Among us, bidding us rejoice — 

Naught can her death atone. 

Ye nature's things, ye have no heart. 

To feel the grief and pain ; 
Ye cannot feel the passion's call 
For that which unto it was all, — 

Her love ; — O, wake my brain ! 

O, wake my brain I O, break my heart I 

I live not from today; 
My love has left me — she is dead, — 
If she had lived we would have wed ; — 

O dreadful dream away. 
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FAME. 

O, fate! where are thy fruits of hopeful strife? 

Thy doubtful burden I must bear 
Upon the tide of my young life. 

With heart oppressful of despair. 

Fate bring me back my happy days, — 
Return my ign'rance of thy might ; — 

Grant me another strength to raise 
My banner higher in the fight. 

O, destiny ! thy hopeful goal 
Doth claim a vic'try o'er my heart, — 

It heals the wounds upon my soul. 
And bids despair take wings and part. 

For I must struggle, struggle on, 

Guided by thy immortal hand; 
And slave for blessings which are gone. 

To build my castle in thy land. 

Each noble deed, or honest thought. 

Shall be a future blessing sown; 
And it will unto thee be brought 

Transformed to a foundation stone. 

So deed by deed, and stone by stone, 

I'll build my future on thy soil ; 
There shall my due rewards atone 

A rest for my despair and toil. 






In thy vast region all are free. 
And live as should beEt their grace; 
Not as the rich who vanquish here, 
There, greatest hold the highest place. 

Upon thy land the Heaven lies. 
And not upon the unknown air; 

,A man who will be great and tries. 
Let him make thee his Heav'nly care. 

Thy path is destined for the brave. 

Who'll climb thy steep hills to the tower ; 

Not for the avaricious knave. 
Who gloats upon his money's power. 

All great men who attain their aim. 
And wish their honor to rejoice; 

There meet their colors to proclaim. 
In one mute and eternal voice. 
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Behold ! Above the horizon bar 
The heavenly firmament afar; 
Over its cloak of azure blue 
Drew on a shroud of crimson hue; 
And thus the sun in grand array. 
Held o'er the earth its mighty sway. 
And by some magic power led. 
Bespoke the splendor of its bed. 
As it crept slowly to its rest. 
And chased the wild birds to their nest. 
The azure sky had grown more dim 
And bled the occidental brim; 
Until the whole of western sky 
Appeared a hue-mist to the eye. 
The mountains' lofty peaks on high 
Bemurked the radiance of the sky. 
And cast below their shadow wide 
O'er every hill and mountain side ; 
And lulled to sleep the plants that grew 
Beneath the summit of their view. 
The gentle zephyr viewed this sight. 
And the leaves murmured for delight. 
Louder and louder fell the sound 
Of brooklet's gush at every bound ; 
The little birds had ceased their glee 
And hushed their chirps in every tree : 
Calmly advanced the evening gloom, — 
The last rays withered in their tomb. 
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THE STORM. 

Still roamed the sun upon a cloudless sky 

And wrought its rays around the peaceful earth ; 

The gentle zephyr that had graced the climes 

With elfish spirit of its playful mirth, 

Bid the green leaves to cease their mur'muring chimes, 

And having shrived them of their only bliss, 

He left them grieving at his partii^ kiss. 

The broddet lowered his wild and chattering voice — 

Even the merry birds ceased -to rejwce. 

And shut their wings to murmur timid notes. 

And with parting of the peaceful breeze, 

Sought their abodes and shelter in the trees. 

The beasts that calmly grazed upcn the fields. 

Bent low their heads, and laid them down to rest ; 

And all that smiled upon the azure sky, 

Seemed to bemoan its peaceful cloudless view. 

And as if by an unseen power led. 

They grieved o'er the happy hours that sped. 

And soon above the vast horizon bar 

Appeared a massive trail of small white clouds 

That neared and neared, until they cast afar 

Over the west thdr different threat'ning shapes. 

And having swayed their breath far o'er the land. 

Bestirred its issue with their doleful breath; 

And as in haste they did their mist disband 

Over the whole of occidental blue. 

Beneath appeared a mist of darker hue; 

And as it neared the upper regions, cast 

A stroi^r breath below — and then awaked 

The mighty oak from his long wearied sleep; 

Scattered the dust that gathered on the hills, — 

26 
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And as a grim misfortune's voice that thrills 

The vital cords within the human heart. 

So did it pray upon the nature'^ things, 

And forced thdr wonted joy take wings and part. 

Then darker, dariter grew the heavenly mist ; 

And stronger, stronger, louder came its breath. 

Until the vast extent of aerial foam 

Joined in one shaded mass of darkest hue : 

Then swept the wind its fmy o'er the land 

And murked the sky with flying clouds of dust, 

Until die very oaks that did withstand 

A century of nature's fiercest blasts, 

Bowed down with fear before its threatening ire 

And being stripped of their green attire. 

Bemoaned its fury with their [d^ntive sighs. 

And from the dismal of the aenal shrouds 

Glared down in wrath a mist of darkest clouds ; 

And louder, louder shrieked the raving wind, — 

Past came the clouds that in their bostmi nursed 

So many demons, who in pitch of ire. 

Upon the earth their wrath and vei^eance burst, 

Then with an unseen hand that flashed with Are, 

Inscribed their names upon the blackened clouds; 

And with a frantic voice of Thunder's peal. 

Proclaimed the curse of their satanic will. 

The heaVns eternal arch in tremour 'hid 

Above the blazing meteors that crossed 

The vast expanse, encircling it with light; 

And the loose chaff, branches from every tree 

Forming a turbulence, — ^a howling mass 

That screened the knowledge of the firmament. 

And played upon the nerves with tortured fear, 

Leaving the mind to wonder at it all ; 

As if the end had come, and earth itself 

Doomed to transform into obsctuity. 

But hark I The eyes have seen enough to droop 

Their failii^ lids and see the sight no more. 
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List to the voices burstii^ thTough the mistl 

Louder and louder in their zig-zag dance; 

Make merry over nature's suffering. 

Until o'erBUed with joy, they died their tears 

Which drop in torrents to the frightened soil, — 

Bringing with them the moisture that reHeved 

The choking pressure in the desert air; 

And having cahned the turbulence, aroused 

The hope of quelling the satanic howls, — 

Which still burst forth, though not so frightfully; 

Soothing the heart, leaving the mind at peace. 

Lower and lower grew the raving sounds; 

Brighter and brighter grew the dismal air ; 

And finally the vast horizon showed 

A narrow belt of light — its glare appeared 

To down the evil powers that prevailed. 

And growing wider, crept upon the dark 

Chasing the monster to his unseen den. 

Even the rain began to patter now; 

And in the air, despite the nature's wreck, 

A cooling breath prevailed, which soon awoke 

The winged life that still remained to live; 

Who in their chirp proclaimed their thankful prayer 

And calmly waited for the sun to glow. 

And dry the wings that lost their aerial might. 

The beasts also aroused and said their say; 

As if they did not relish the past gift. 

And having seen that all had disappeared. 

Returned to their posture in the fields. 

All had aroused 's if from a slumb'ring bed 

And for a greeting they beheld the arch 

That colored, — blazed in radiance o'er the field ; 

And the bright tint of nearly setting sun 

Glowed brightly o'er the water on the ground, 

Reflecting the still beauty of the sky. 

And witii the vanished specks of the Mack douds, 

Proclaimed in gladdest vmce that all is well. 



ALONE AND THOUGHT. 

Alone ! Alone ! Ever atone except 

The company of thoughts that never tire 

To reawaken hopes that long had slept 
Upon the worn-out couch of vain desire. 

Bold prying thoughts that carry me away 
Into the realms where future smiles at me ; 

A vision which, with fate conspiring, they 
Show me disguised in sweet reality. 

Cruel taunting thoughts that dress up hope so bright 
That all my being warms beneath its rays, — 

Even cold reason cuddles to the light. 
While fate holds vigil over passing days. 

Thoughts, blessed aerial thoughts, that will remain 
Staunch friends even though hope had passed 
away; 

Would that my love could to such heights attain 
And share their blessing till my dying day. 



When my sad thoughts sing forth their sorrowing 

strain 
And cause my heart to weep over its load. 
One soothing balm still ever doth remain, — 
To pen its shadow in the eyes of all. 
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THE VITAL PATH 

Oh, how we mourn when glory fades 
And hopeful visions show but shades 
Of futuie life's vain strife and cares, — 
When thus we're taken unawares. 
What are our hopes but seeds we sow 
When first we learn this world to know ; — 
When first we learn that life is strict. 
And that our future shall predict 
Only the tales our deeds resolve, 
And not what fortune may involve. 
Trust not in fortune's doubtful spring; 
Trust but in what thy actions bring. 
Be thine own hope, bewail no grief 
That may arise, but make it brief; 
Allow it not to master thee. 
But let thyself its master be. 
Stand firm to what thou deemest right; 
Adhere to justice, all thy might. 
Yield not unto thy passion's whim 
When 'tis a thing unknown and dim ; 
Wait 'till it share thy thought and brain. 
They will for thee more good attain 
Than a mere fancy which may' fade 
Before true scrutiny is made. 
Slave not for love, 't will often be 
A future cause for misery. 
Strive to be useful to thy friends; 
Expect from them what fortune sends. 
Give all thy hand for cause that's just; 



Give few thy heart and none thy trust. 

Obey thy conscience not thy thoughts ; 

T will shield thy dignity from torts. 

Be proud when lowered, not by birth ; 

Welcome thy poor friends to thy hearth 

As well as those of richer class ; 

Distinguish all in equal mass. 

Express not love with too much show; 

For love returned may colder grow. 

Give no false praise, or thanks, or smiles, 

'Tis seen when conscience beguiles. 

Belay no grief for actions wrought 

That shared thy conscience, not thy thought. 

Give freedom unto hopes in view 

And let thy actions make them true. 

Boast not of deeds which thou has done, 

And of thyself speak much to none; 

For boasts and self conceit are roots 

That will produce but evil fruits. 

Be false to none, still more thyself ; 

Admire riches but not pelf. 

Speak not of happy days long past, 

Thy days make bright e'en though thy last 

Mourn with the mourner in thy heart; 

Allow not courtesy play that part. 

Rejoice in fortunes of thy friends 

That throw no shades of evil ends. 

Flatter but little, and in sooth. 

Much less the grown man than the youth. 

If thou art flattered, do not blame 

If hearts thy flattery proclaim ; — 

Beware of those whose praise betray 

Their conscience from the words they say: 

Nothing more dangerous can be 

Than a pretender's flattery. 

Proclaim thy thoughts without a fear; 

Let them be heard by every ear. 






When amot^ strangers, speak much less 

Than should thy friends their place possess. 

In a jolly crowd be jolly too, 

And claim the merriment that's due; 

Then let thy words be bold and free ; 

Permit no joy be murked by thee. 

Avoid all quarrels that pertain 

Not to thy pride but to thy main ; — 

Hold pride as sacred as thy name; 

Allow no man thy prevalence claim. 

Avoid all those who bend to thee 

Disguised in claim of courtesy. 

Give thanks to all with hearty clasp 

Of thy right hand in friendly grasp; 

An old friend, proven firm and true. 

Who claims thy love and conscience too. 

Should be allowed a claim to share 

All thy intricacies of care; 

If to supply thy hopes they tend 

And need experience to mend, 

He may possess that needful power. 

And serve thee in an evil hour. 

What joy it is, what a relief 

To rid our hearts of half their grief 

By sharing it in friendly trust 

When it appears, for grieve we must. 

If one unjustly trust in thee, 

What e'er his secret thoughts may be. 

Heed not his words but keep his trust. 

What e'er may be his aim or lust; 

And do not venture to deceive, 

'Tis sure to bring a cause to grieve. 

Our hearts must bear a heavy load 

When first we risk the wicked road. 

If e'er thy heart, by passion cleft, 

Will tend to lead thy mind adrift. 

Appeal to conscience and the brain. 
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To judge tfay losses or thy gain. 

Speak not too much in any mood ; 

Cheerful or grave, 't will do no good. 

If joke thou must, then rule thy sense. 

Fly not thy joke with an offence. 

Leani what thou canst from everything 

And judge the source whence it may spring; 

May it be wrong, may it be right, 

May it be great, may it be slight. 

It is adhered to needful lore, — 

Leam what it teaches, nothing more. 

A man from jealousy or shame. 

May strive to slander thy good name ; 

Let not his slander mar thee long. 

But deem the root from whence it sprung. 

Pledge not thine honor for a thought 

Of what thy actions might have wrought, — 

A virtuous man is ever free 

From jealous scorn and enmity. 

Allow no prejudice, lest needs. 

Be judgment of another's deeds; — 

Let reason guide a justice' scale; 

Allow not sympathy prevail. 

E'en to thy foes be true and just; 

Let no man doubt thy faithful trust: 

Then let who will thy wrong proclaim, 

Justice will ever guard thy name. 

Truth spoken free, will throw no shades 

Of future goal where honor fades. 

Truth ruled by virtue, claims good will 

Which yields to love and bodes no ill. 

A virtuous deed will ever be 

A mark to guard thy dignity ; 

Reaped its reward for deeds sublime. 

Where bloom our hopes in future clime, 

Will like the sunbeams from above, 

Receive our friendship and our love. 
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Seek glory, never yield nor fail. 

Nor deign thy losses to bewail; 

But labor onward, never fear 

Lest path that leads be far or near ; 

Thou strive to reach it may it be 

Beyond thy vital destiny ; 

Still onward move and never cease, — 

Each step shall be thy hope's increase; 

And thy approach will near and near 

Till hopeful visions will appear 

In the horizon, full of light, 

Unmurked by misery or plight; 

But full of sunshine's beaming rays, — 

A rest to strife of former days : 

Until 'tis more and more sublime 

And shows the beauty of the clime, 

Which makes our hearts awake with bliss. 

To feel a recreation kiss. 

And when the goal is reached and claimed. 

And we had conquered as we aimed. 

We stop and rest our cause of strife, — 

Endurance of our former life; 

And let our thoughts roam free and pause, 

Unguided by a prevalent cause. 

More freedom to our conscience give. 

Which shall our mind from cares relieve. 

And bring our needs to one intent 

To gain good friends and be content 

Think not of death but as a sleep 

To last forever, — ne'er to reap 

The 'wakening thought, or conscience' lay. 

Or nature's beautiful display; 

But as a desert, vast and dim, 

With scenes of nothingness, and grim; 

Where men in millions abound 

Enwrapped in shrouds of steeping mound : 

There wilt thou sleep like common stone, — 



A mingling heap of flesh and bone. 
Grieve not to die, since die thou must; 
'Tis nature's will, it says, "Be dust." 
It gives thee warning which should teach 
How to prepare that goal to reach. 
Where all must meet their equal doom. 
Condemned to a terrestrial tomb. 
When natiu-e warns thee to prepare 
To meet the hand that doth not spare. 
Let thy last deeds befit thy life, 
And thy last thoughts forget thy strife ; 
Bemoan no grief but be content 
To part with life so permanent. 



EYES. 

Eyes that gaze back on one's sorrows 

As grave lessons in our way. 
To prepare for the to-morrows 

And be careful of each day. 
Are the eyes that bathe in silence 

And perceive in solitude 
That no other orb in violence 

May upon their gaze intrude. 
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THE FUTURE. 

Friend speak not to me of the years that have 
passed ; 

The foiltes of youth and despair; 
Bedim not my mind with the memories' blast, — 

The future is mine to beware. 

The future's before me with crossroads of hfc — 
I know not which road I must take: 

There's one leads to glory of eternal strife, 
Another a fortune bespake. 

My heart's will is sacred, — the road unto fame 

It chooseth as my destined course 
And shatters all thought that reflected its btame. 

And instincts of useless remorse. 

It plants on the roadsides the frail seeds of hope. 

As footsteps to lead me aright ; 
And thus I behold the true height of the slope. 

On which I must travel and fight. 

But frail seeds of hope often wither and fade, 

But few are inspired to bloom; 
Thus alters the grim path through which we must 
wade. 

And vanish our vision in gloom. 

But onward, still onward, may hopes rise or fall. 

If valor and strength but remain, 
I struggle and suffer to conquer it all, — 

The summit of hope to attain. 
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TO J. S. (3ist Birthday.) 

Jack, oft my pen made bold to steal 

Into the recess of my heart 
Craving thine image to reveal 
Enpanellcd there in grandeur real, — 

Too potent for mine humble art. 

But let this gift wherein I've shrined 

A vain attempt to do thee worth, 
Portray a symbol of the mind 
Which languishing for aught to find. 
Espoused the pen to give this birth. 

A deed of heart one cannot lend, — 

It lives in glory of itself. 
And in the bosom of a friend 
"Twill live to an unf athomed end ; — 

The shores of memories' cheering elf. 



A sweet face more than beautiful— 
A true heart more than brave ; 

To love is to be dutiful — 
To hate 's to be a knave. 
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EARTHLY CRIME. 

O rise! ye slaves of labor, rise! 

Bethink ye of the evils wrought, — 
On earth ye live, on earth there lies 

Your liberty of deed and thought. 

And when you think, bethink you weU 

Of all the misery and woe 
That in your homes and work shops dwell, 

And year by year more plenteous grow. 

Ye all know well the sweatshop's blessing, — 
Ye all know well the hunger's kiss, — 

Ye all know well the frost's caressing, — 
Ye all know well the sickness' bliss. 

All this you know, have feit and suffered. 
And still must bear, but nay not so; — 

There's liberty by nature offered, 

I'o do and think, — choose bliss or woe. 

All that you will is served and thriven 
For you by nature's serving hand, — 

Think what to choose then, take what's given, — 
Do t if there's aught in way will stand. 

Ye know too well your want's desire, — 
The bread you make is not your own ; — 

After you sweat, and fret and tire. 
Few crumbs you get, like dog a bone. 
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Ye all know well the mighty power 

Your earth abounds where wealth holds sway,- 
Pour over you a constant shower — 

Never to see a cloudless day. 

The sway of wealth, its strength and power 

Is the one cause of your poor life ; 
It is the cause that casts you lower 

Than any slave with constant strife. 

The slave works hard, 'tis true we know it, — 

Yet he is always fed and clothed ; 
With bed to sleep, and roof above it, — 

Many of you not so well posed. 

Many of you when work is lacking, 

Have naught to eat, wear ragged clothes; 

Many of you when night is backing, 
On benches of the park repose. 

And those that are of families' keeping. 
That hold their children by the hand, 

What should they do when hunger's reaping 
Its harvest o'er their doomful band. 

In a cellar, damp, and dark, and dreary 

A woman sits and weeps alone; — 
So pale, so worn, so weary. 

She sits and weeps a hunger moan. 

On floor there lie three children crying; 

A double burden to her grief : — 
They cry for bread, while death is nighing 

Upon her with its sure relief. 

"Papa'H soon come," she's softly saying, 
"He'll bring you bread, my dear ones, sleep — " 

No sleep for them while hunger's preying, 
Nau£^t left for them but wait and weep. 
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The door was opened — a man entered, — 

It was their father pale and worn; 
He gazed upon his family centered 

Upon the floor, with gaze forlorn. 

His wife is fainting, children crying. 
While he could hardly keep his feet, — 

But weakness meets his strength's defying. 
And on he rushes to the street. 

Few minutes and he's back returning, — 
Breathless he enters, — g^ves them food ; 

They quench with it their hunger's burning. 
While he drops down in raging mood. 

Then there is heard above a crying, 

"I saw him running down in there;" 
And with no other thought applying, 

They all rush down the poor man's lair. 

Too late, dear bluecoats, you are beaten. 
No man for you that stole that bread ; 

The loaf is by the children eaten. 
While there he lies before you dead. 

Many an eye grew dim and weeping 

Over the picture on the floor; 
O'er many a heart deep thoughts were creeping, — 

Many had learned this needful lore. 

Many have asked themselves the reason 
Why such things happen, it is plain : 

Among the workmen there is treason, — 
He was abandoned to be slain. 

If they should all stand firm together. 

Uphold their rights and boldly say, 
"We're sick of all this rainy weather. 

We want to see a sunny day." 
40 
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But said, then done, remove that power. 
The cause that clouds your daily life; 

Get rid of all those that devour 
The bread you make with toil and strife. 

And then you'll see the sky a clearing, 
The sun look forth and shine, its rays 

Import the happiness appearing. 
Ever prolonged for future days. 

All the productions of your making 
Is that which you have rightly earned. 

And it is ready for your taking, 
'Tis only stolen wealth returned. 

Then will yon find your toil's repayment 

Has come at last in a full share; 
No cause for thieves, or any claimant, — 

Each, has as much his needs can bear. 

When needs are filled, our hearts are lightened ; 

There are no troubles, cares are few, — 
Our life is blessed, our hopes are brightened, — 

Efficiency will get its due. 

Then would our hearts all meet together 
In friendship's knot, — our love roam free 

Among us, while the rainy weather 
Would ever then forgotten be. 

As one, you will your bonds dissever. 
And upward raise your mighty arm. 

And strike a blow that will forever 
Destroy the power of wealth's charm. 

Yes, yes, dear workmen, slaves and toilers. 
Such are you now, — the time comes sure. 

When all the hungry human spoilers 
Will lose you, for you'll not endure. 



fbyCoOglc 



The truth is seen but not decided, — 
You think that it can ne'er be done ; — 

It cannot while you're all divided, 
But not when you are all as one. 

No blood be shed, you're free in choosing 
Whome'er you will to rule your state ; 

Then choose your own, no time be losing, — 
End the presumption of your fate. 

Therefore rise up, cry out you're ready 
To clear the blot that clouds your life; 

Upraise your hammer high and steady 

Bring down the blow that ends your strife. 

The blow ts struck — all power's banished, — 
Our land is free, the victory won: 

The poor are rich — all woes are vanished — 
Well may we say, "our will is done." 
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HOPELESS LOVE. 

Oh, sweet hope, oh, tender maiden. 
In my heart so heavy-laden; 
Answer me how long will sorrow 
Herald thy approaching morrow? 
And how long in ceaseless anguish 
Can a heart be' made to languish? 
Thou art dumb to all my pleading. 
Without cheer and without heeding — 
Not a singe ray emitting — 
Not a single touch permitting. 

Ah, frail thoughts, why would ye tarry? 

To the winds my love ye carry! 

Let them sing their lullabies 

In the echoes of my sighs. 

Which in silent melody 

Share with it their company. 

While I weep over the parting 

And begrudge the new life starting. 

And upon its vacant throne 

Place my weary soul alone. 

No! no! Rather live and cherish 

Hopes that of themselves must perish, — 

Rather slave than seek the goal 

Unpartaken of the Soul; 

And though from thy heart I'm banished 

And my hopes forever vanished, 

I'll from neath my yoke of sorrow 
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Little of God's wisdom borrow; 

And each thought whate'er't might be 

Chasten in thy memory. 

Human sea where all hope founders. 
While the victim sits and ponders; 
Things are passing through his mind 
Which in life he couid not £nd; 
But in vain, in vain, my lover. 
Rather cast the matter over 
And seclude thyself from all, — 
Men at most, are frail and small ; 
And since life was given thee. 
Know, that life is misery. 



THE BALM. - 

Truth reigns supreme and feeds the querying mind 
With trilling morsels from its vast domain; 
The greater mind hath greater cavity 
Wherein the food doth enter, and once there. 
Remains unto eternity, therefore 
Broaden your mind and foster upon truth; 
Its nourishment will rouse the sleeping soul 
Within your frail embodiment and show 
The secret which enchants your outer self, 
And mirror its reflection, which with shame 
You'll shun to look upon ; — then will your soul 
Prompt all your thou^ts, so guide your actions 

right. 
Thus change the suffering which now exists 
Into eternal joy sweetened by love. 
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You tell me my friend I'm not loyal to love, 
That my heart beats but fain and untrue ; 

That passion makes bondman of me for awhile 
And I change the old love for the new, 

I hold truth too sacred, to tell you a lie, 
Though the source of your thoughts is too just; 

And yet there is something too sacred by far 
To burden my tongue with its trust. 

A something that may be forever confined 

Unheard and unseen in my heart, 
Struggling 'gainst fate to unburden the mind, 

But too weak against fate's wicked art 

So I'm bound to linger, to linger and wait. 

To wait for what never may be; 
Rejoicing in sorrow and grieving in joy — 

To sail o'er life's turbulent sea. 
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TO A. J. (ON 20TH BIRTHDAY). 

Another year my friend, again 
My pen is wakened to its vow; 

And trembling lest it speak too plain. 
Hides neath the wrinkles on its brow. 

Before I wrote, but wrote in time 
To the loud beating of the heart ; 

But now I'm forced to change my rhyme, 
A truer message to impart. 

A message that within it holds 
Defiance 'gainst a doubt of truth; 

True to itself, it but unfolds 
A longing for a heart to soothe. 

While by the portals of its realm 
A phantom ship is wond'ring nigh. 

And a strange spirit at the helm 
Re-echoes every inward sigh. 

Though oft I've sinned, and sinning sigh 
For having sinned when I should not, — 

Though woe in vengeance past me by — 
'Tis but God's way to cleanse the heart. 

One loves and knows not whom or why. 
And oft relents for loving so; 

But reason fails to give reply 
And makes him slave unto his woe. 
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You see I knew, I felt, I saw — 

I know the power that guides me now ;- 

I'm destined to obey one law, — 
As I will reap, so I must sow. 

I know thy secret friend, forgive 
Since nature made mine eyes to see, — 

With silence one cannot deceive 
The instincts of fidelity. 

But God alone can give reply 
To silent prayer of the heart; 

Within thy soul his blessings lie, — 
Seek there the solace He'd impart 

Make effort friend to be content, 
For doubt is but a veil of truth; — 

Whafere ensue, thou wilt repent 
For having lost these days of youth. 
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TO A. J. 

Surely I'm welcome to give cheer 
As in the past I 's wont to give. 

And should'st thou friends be loathe to hear 
A word that might the past retrieve, 

I teach my pen to let alone 

Its wonted habit to be free 
And make it subject to atone 

Unto confines permitted me. 

Thy birth calls forth my muse each year 
And takes from it the blessing due, — 

What can be more to friendship dear 
Than to be proven ever true. 

Of all most sacred believe me friend 

Thy joy finds echo in my heart. 
And in my soul its voices blend 

In silent prayer — ne'er to part. 

Neath darkest clouds there hides the sun 

With rays that cheer with warmth and light,- 

And when the storm and chill had gone 
Our pains and sorrows to take flight. 

Health, fortune, genius I might choose 

To lead my hopes to glorious end. 
But rather all these glories lose 

Than lose the true love of a friend. 
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Each year brings wisdom in its arms 
For those alone who will but take, — 

As wisdom heals where fancy charms. 
One choice selection you can make. 

List' unto time, — it teaches welt 

To those whose minds are purged of sin;- 
iLach hour has some news to tell 

And every minute can be seen. 

Each day brings forth new hopes and joy 
If you but will and bid them be. 

For so you can your grief destroy 
And of its ruins make ecstasy. 

These days of youth and love and gladness 
With all God's gifts and blessings rite, 

Defying all that breedeth sadness, — 
Filling with joy each gap in life. 

May these sweet days live on forever 
And wisdom-guided strengthened be — 

Then can their chains no mortal sever, — 
As none can take this wish from me. 
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PASSING THOUGHTS. 

While my heart was sore from weeping, 
O'er a soul forever sleeping, — 
Came a thought upon me creeping; — 
Thought that queried why? 

Is a life its own salvation? 
Has it varied destination? 
Wanton thoughts and aspiration 
'S where its secrets lie. 

Made a mortal by some power, 
As the ever growing flower, — 
Fades and dies at every hour, 
Then again takes root. 

So the mortal men are trying 
To beguile their souls by sighing 
O'er the fading and the dying: — 
Shed their tears in vain. 

Nature makes them, nature takes them. 
Nature lulls them and awakes them, 
And the sorrow that betakes them 
Is within their hearts. 

Hearts by poverty oppressful, — 
Hearts from withering distressful, — 
All are weeping, none are blissful. 
When the soul's beguiled. 
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Reason is our soul begutting, — 
Turns its weakness into smiling. 
Blots its wisdom in our pining:; 
Then bemoans our plight. 

When shall our weak hearts cease aching? 
Guide our reason in its waking. 
And the road to wisdom taking. 
We shall conquer all. 

Thus the time is nearing, nearing ; 
Prejudice is disappearing: 
Future visions are appearing 
Of our hopeful goal. 

Slavery its chain is breaking; 
Greedy monarch's throne is shaking : 
All arousing, all awaking 

From their doleful sleep. 

Some are sowing, some are plowing; 
Some are threshing, some are mowing; 
All are working — none are bowing 
For to labor on. 
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THE SOUL SPEAKS. 

The soul's eternal beam 

Upon the wings of light 
Dispelled the mistful screen 

That hovered o'er my sight; 
And opening wide mine eyes. 

It showed me truth enthroned. 
And 'neath its portal lies 

The prize for which I moaned. 
Thus waking from my dream 

Of life's past history, 
I float upon a stream 

Where luilcs no mystery. 
Conquered, the giant of self. 

Died struggling but in vain; 
Thus vanished mortal pelf; 

With it, all mortal pain. 
Thus freed, my soul doth bid 

My heart to cease to pine, 
And 'spite the joy that hid 

Beneath its mournful shrine ; 
Thus guided, I perceive 

The road to which I tread 
With feet from mire relieved, 

Washed in the heart that bled. 
All souls are mine, for now 

My soul atones to all, 
Leaving its splendour glow 

Within the hearts that call. 
Awake I Oh mortal men 

Mirror yourself within; 
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Peruse yoar image, then 

Answer to what you've seen. 
Beware to note the wrong:; 

Seek truth with open eyes. 
And if your will is strong. 

You'll know wherein it lies; 
For 'tis within our soul — 

The soul that ye have kept 
Hidden beneath the goal 

To which with fear ye crept: 
That goal without a star. 

Guided by visions dim. 
Which all your efforts mar, — 

You gloat to feed your whim. 
Therefore your soul lay bare 

And let it be your guide; 
Forsake the seUish care 

You hoarded at your side; 
Then will you see a light 

Which you will strive to reach, 
Showing your road aright 

And so, your footsteps teach: 
For in your soul there lies 

A power yet unknown, — 
'Tis when the ego dies. 

Then doth its spell atone. 
And thou upon the verge. 

Fear not to tread ahead ; 
In all thy strength emerge 

As from a sleeping bed ; 
And let those follow on 

Who soonest ope their eyes; 
For when thy steps are gone, 

Theirs will resound with sighs. 
Till having reached that slope 

Where thou hadst dwelt in peace, 



Cherished with new bom hope. 

Their mournful sighs will cease. 
Love, beauty, virtue, truth 

Eatombed in one bright shell. 
Reflect the soul in sooth 

And in each mortal dwell. 
Let incarnation play its part ; 

Let Kanna flourish free : 
Yet thou must from thyself depart 

In thy vitality. 
Wisdom and truth combined are one; 

Virtue and love the same : 
So when all other things are gone, 

These only will remain. 
Then let us rid us of the things 

That stand within our way ; 
They are the seed that evil brings. 

Why should we let them stay? 
Then let us spurn them, 'tis our gain ; 

What can we mortals lose. 
When every hope that we attain 

Doth but our minds confuse. 
We hope in vain hoping for self, — ■ 

Hope for the good of all ; 
In such obedience we will be 

Immortal evermore: 
And when the true light we shall see, 

To higher regions soar. 



) by Google 



THE DREAM. 

I dreamed of thee — that thou wert mine. 

And dreaming, knew I dreamed — 
And though you told me I was thine 
And spoke to me in words divine 

That like Almighty's message seemed 
To purge my soul of all its grief, — 
But then I knew 'twere moments brief, — 
I knew I must awake. 

I felt the ecstasy of bliss 
And yet my heart did break ; 
For in the echo of our kiss, 
I heard a mocking cruel hiss — 
Awake ! Awake I Awake ! 

Yet in those moments — moments few, 
You had loved me as I loved you — 
We lived in dreamland far away 
Beyond the goal of mortal sway ; 
And in thy love I bathed ray heart 

And washed it of its pain. 
As though I never had to part 

And never wake again; 
And when I thought that I but slept, 
I pressed thee closer, groaned and wept — 

And cursed the day to come. 

I teamed what 'twas to be beloved — ■ 

To be beloved by you. 
And though I felt the moments fly — 
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And knew in dreams our spirits die. 
And dreams themselves are but a lie 

Which never can be true ; 
Yet certain hopes that never die 

Can be rekindled by a dream ; 
So in my soul I did espy 

One hope made lighter by its beam ; 
And though on mortal shore I'm chained 

Unto a mortal law. 
The future dressed in unknown guise 
Can change the reason of our sighs. 
And mortal law with all its lies 
Seeks not immortal shore. 
The bliss of dreams, the grief to wake, 

Fills every human mind. 
But love as pure as thine doth make 
Of soul a Heav'n and Heav'n unsought. 
For in thy love a Heaven's wrought. 
And he who seeks will find. 

In dreamland, too, the sun doth shine 
And stars, too, glimmer through the skies — 
And as two lovers speak, the sound 
By leaves in tremor's passed around. 

The birds in echo with the trees 
Sing forth their sacred melodies. 
And nature in its smile above 
Blesseth the lovers for their love; 
But nature's smiles in anger flee 
Before the grim reality, 
And one awakes to find alas ! 
That love remains, while dreams must pass. 
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DEAD HOPE. 

There's a vengeance in my heart 

Chicles the ardor of my love — 

As it grows so it throws 

Blasphemy upon the soul; 

Swerved by heavy winds about 

Like a light in the night 
Flickered, flickered, then went out ; 
Yesi it flickered, then went out. 

And the corpsed hope I laid. 
Creeping mem'ries watching o'er. 
As they crept, so I wept 
For the light that was no more; 
T'was my heart's blood that went out — 
Life-gift ebbing to its goal, 

Midst the groans and the moans 
Of a God forsaken soul — 
Yes, a God forsaken soul ! 

Now a vengeance 's in my heart. 
And the devil plays the part; 
When he speaks, the soul shrieks — 

Tortured by his fiery tongue; 
And mine eyes bereft of reason, 
See a vision of love's treason — 

But unfold, then behold 
Hopes undaunted, silent grave, — 
Yes, my vain hope's silent grave. 
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Shall I to the demon power 
Sell this soul abandoned hour? 

But there's left unbereft. 
Stilt a spark from God's dominion. 

And the felon is forgiven 
Who had sent that hope to heaven ; 

While his joy doth annoy 
Ling'ring echoes of the soul — 
Distant echoes of the soul. 

And from pity God had sent 
In the image of a friend. 

Like a slave to the grave, 
A live tombstone, — flesh and blood— 
And the demon-fostered vengeance 
Seeks to cope with it alone; — 

With a breath, linked with death, 
Strives to change it to a stone, — 
Rather change it to a stone. 
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PASSION. 

If love could speak in mortal tongue 
And mortal eyes coutd pierce its depth, 
Twere useless then a poet's song 
Which with its rhymes and harmony 

Patrols the empire of the heart 
And bends the will in majesty 

To play an unimportant part. 

Love speaks in heart-throbs or in sighs- 
Or in the lustre of the eyes ; — 

It tells its secret in a touch 
And oft its shadow wanders in 
Frail words that bear to it no kin ; 
And he who can with soul perceive 

The force of that immortal tongue. 
Him can no flattery deceive — 

Nor nature weak, nor passion strong. 

Love dotes on passion, — shuts its eyes 
And makes of Hell a Paradise; 
But when its orbits open wide 

And find its sacredness profaned, 
Then seeks it from itself to hide. 

While reason gibes the victory gained. 
Such love 's a frailty of the mind 

Which harping over on its whim. 
Sought nothing but for self to find 
An earthly heaven where the soul 
Was sacrificed for baser goal, — 
And 'stead of love which is sought for. 
Come thrills of pleasure — nothing more. 
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TO M. M. B. 

If friendship could speak with its sweet voice of love 
In rhyme to the song of the heart, 
I would tell endless tales 
From ocean of wails 
And the ship that its billows must thwart, 

1 would speak of the land — the horizon of hope, — 
Stretching far past mortal goal, 
And myself sailing there 
On the ship of despair 
Blown by the breath of the soul. 

But the song of the heart is the most sacred thing, — 
No friendship can tune to its key; 

So my friend be content 

With this hopeful attempt 
To draw thee anearer to me. 



MISERY. 

Oh Misery! Why comest thou 
To chide the triumph of my hopes, 

Why creepeth thou upon me now 
Like rain upon a morning dawn? 

Ere when they woeful lips subside 
Upon me with their pois'nous kiss. 

Then all is darkness in mine eyes 
And I behold dim prophecies. 
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Dream not oh youth of destiny's fold fields. 
Shaded from woe by hoarded energy ; 
The spark of strife that burns the youthful heart 
And makes the mind to wade in wantoncy. 
Buries the mightier self beneath its flame 
And checks the heavenly discord of the soul. 

The time and place thy greatness may exalt 
To more than dreamed of ecstacy, 
Is now stretched forth unseen beneath thy feet, 
A wretched state, sinking in perfidy. 
'Tis here thy energy will find its goal 
And make thee feel the harmony within, — 
Here with the mute and blind, a scattered flock 
That needs thy shepherd flute to wake their souls. 
That they may graze and wander not astray. 
If thou but feel that nature had bestowed 
Thy heart with sense of justice and good will. 
Think thyself happy, for thy conscience 's shorn 
Of the foul marks that else would pain like wounds. 
Proclaim the secret bidding of thy thoughts 
Which nourished by the heart's sublimity, 
Will venture forth reaped into acts sublime. 

If thou wouldst strive, strive not for selfish gain, 
For there lies all humanity abhors; 
Restlessness, misery, depravity 
And all the pains the men are subject to. 
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Canst not thou see this state existing now 
And learn from it the lesson I would teach? 
Therefore beware, if thou wouldst happy be. 
And do not venture on the cursed path; 
'Tis very broad and charms the age of youth. 
And lures him on as does a wanton maid. 

The great are born whether they strive or no; 
The pelfish knave springs from ambition's arms, 
Or some foul murderer who's called a king ; 
Or some sly statesman who defames the state. 
The truly great are born with nature's gifts. 
And share those gifts to please their fellow men. 



ABANDONED. 

Oh, where abandoned have I strayed away 
And whither shall fate lead me, whither pray? 
To what great depth can misery entomb 
A fettered soul, and what infernal doom. 
Love spirited away, can life withstand, — 
Forbidden of redress to plead or to command. 
Oh, sweet oblivion ! Death on angel wings t 
Release my soul from mortal clay that clings 
With vengeance so replete with mortal pain, 
That mortal mind cannot resist the strain ; 
And the emotions that some hope once gave, 
They too are buried in an early grave. 
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To you sweetheart I sing this song 

Of soul that fate had spun along 

Into a whirl of tangled rut 

By shamming joy where none was wrought; 

By brining messages of love 

That were not written up above ; 

By playing on the harp of youth 

Wild discord notes that mocked at truth ; 

By lying trails that lured somewhere 

Into some chasm of despair — 

Baffling reason, and perverting pride. 

And conscience from itself to hide ; 

Leaving the mind to blink its eyes 

And marvel at its own disguise. 

The zest of passion ne'er to cease. 

Espousing whim with love's release. 

In vain the soul pleads for its share — 

In vain it shrieks Beware! Beware I 

The shaft hath struck where it was aimed, — 

The heart is cleft — the soul is maimed; — 

There's nothing left but solemn thought 

And all the pain that fate had wrought. 

But now, at last but not too late, 

Wisdom had entered at the gate. 

And where vain fancy barred before. 

Once-blinded reason op'ed the door, 

And wisdom entered, stem and brave. 

Made the soul king and the wilt slave; 

And love it gave the widest birth — 



A love to which God adds the worth ; 
And as it came it found much room 
To grow and flourish and to bloom. 
And in its advent to its goal. 
To share the kingdom with the soul. 



ON THE SUDDEN DEATH OF MY BROTHER. 

Thou art gone, my brother dear. 

Farewell ! 
One day with plentitude of health. 
The next thou art away forever; — 
Never to see thy face again. 
So young, so cherished, so beloved; 
Unknown to sorrow, guiltiness, or shame: 
Plucked from life's sweetest bloom. 
Thou went like all the rest 
To thy eternal doom 
To mingle with the dust of former men. 

Farewell ! Farewell I 
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WISDOM AND LOVE. 

In mansion hall or prison cell. 

Where'er men think there wisdom dwells; 
It glorifies the good man's deed 
And helps the felon to succeed. 

In its selection it is blind 

And lives in any human mind. 
Let wisdom guide you on your way 
So all the books and teachers say: 

Heed not the instincts of the heart 

Let virtue play a different part. 
Wisdom is caution so beware 
Lest some one cheat you unaware. 

Wisdom is foresight so make sure 

And proper evidence procure. 
Wisdom is not to say too much 
When with the law courts you're in touch. 

Wisdom in fact is everything 

That vnll some profit to you bring. 
It shuns the poor and guileless youth 
Who had espoused the cause of truth ; 

It shuns the virtuous little maid 

Who with the fire of nature played — 
It's just a vision to the poor 
And a blessing to the evil doer. 

Is this the wisdom we shall laud? 

True wisdom is the word of God ! 
And who when love's caressing hand 
Had taught the heart to understand 

That all its happiness and rest 
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Is hidden in another's breast — 

Who then of wisdom would seek aught, — 

Could wisdom change what nature wrought? 
Wisdom with all its gifted power 
Can't make me happy for an hoitr. 

But one sweet facp and two dark eyes 

Could make for me a paradise. 
When I am chided by remorse 
Shall I to wisdom have recourse? 

When one sweet kiss and fond embrace 

Can all my misery displace. 
Let wisdom hold the crowning place 
In the esteem of the whole race. 

But give me love, pure unalloyed. 

That with two hearts is most employed; 
That smiles into the eyes of fate 
And will no malice tolerate — 

A love that in itself will find 

Protection from the whole mankind — 
And blind to wisdom find the goal 
Within the dictates of the soul. 
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SOUL HUNT. 



Prelude. 



Oh, Christ I where is thy brotherhood 

Among thy Christian men? 
I do believe that thou wert good, — 

Where are thy followers then? 

One strives to crush the other down 

That he may rise above; — 
Is this the blessing thou hast sown? 

Is this thy Christian love? 

As lazily reclined upon the pillowy moss. 
Alone with nature's throng in company, — 
Beneath the shade of widespread hemlock tree, 
I lie profoundly musing with the world; — 
And the calm wind, in chorus with the leaves 
That murmured in delight upon the sky, 
Bestilled my nerves and set my mind adrift; 
While the sad heart in tranquil rapture wrought. 
Lent its pulsation to the querying thoughts 
That matched the soul to prove its mystery, — 
As if the whole embodied in that sphere — 
Could I but peep within those hidden realms. 
Would thwart the stern enigma from my mind. 
And then bereft of mortal sanctity. 
Beneath the portals of the firmament 
Would sit me down to wait the promised hour 
Which in eternal light and mystic folds, 
Enchants the soul with heav'nly ecstacy. 
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Bat nay ! sinner as I, I dared not hope 

E'en for a morsel of that dazzling joy. 

But languishing for aught to think upon, 

I quarreled with and did myself abuse ; — 

And yet I wished that all might be as I — 

Oh, what a heaven 't were! for I did love the good. 

And though gave little credit to myself 

In working for the common cause of all, 

I wished to do much good, and if I failed, 

Twas for the lack of wilful energy, — 

And 'twas for this I did myself disdain ; 

And like a child that prays forgiveness, 

I closed mine eyes for shame of cowardice 

Which the soul censured with its silent tongue, — 

As if to torture me until I did submit 

Unto its will, to which purest respect 

Which from my heart and mind did emanate. 

Did I bestow, with sanction of all self; 

But whose commands my trembling ego's whim 

Dared only face when conscience prompted, yea. 

And the foul ego did not contradict. 

Or when it did was conquered in the fray. 

Thus musing, lazily, gave hint to memory 

That brought with it a train of sighs and smiles, — 

And having lingered over childish days 

When-life unbiased by alt want, secured 

Through ignorance, the sacraments of joy; 

And then the early youth, which of grim thoughts. 

Foretold the woes to come, and carelessly 

Had merged in wantoncy of early love's caprice. 

And being goaled by such unwittingness. 

Surrendered all allegiance to vain hopes 

That cast grim shadows upon future times ; — 

And having grown environed by ail this, 

I faced the gates of manhood guiltily, — 

Ashamed to say, "At last I am a man!" 
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But nay, why all this self abuse? Rather recall 
A sweeter memory of condoling love 
That with its painful stings of jealousy, 
Released the heart from care to feel the pang 
Of forlorn hope, and lover's misery. 
Oh, cruel muse! must I with heart so sore. 
Quench thy unceasing thirst? Oh, pity me, — 
For thee I live, — to lose thee, is to die. 

11 

Oh, Childhood ! With thy joy and innocence. 
Oh, Heaven unobserved ! Oh, realm of love ! 
Where virtue crowns her mortal breath divine, 
And nature glories in its ecstacy. 
A blooming garden, where each speck of green 
Is flowered o'er with blushing summer buds. 
Whose doted breath enchants the thirsty soul, 
And in its throb receives the chiming note 
Of winged mites, as angel rhapsodies. 
Perhaps a rosebush, where so many thorns 
Surround its blushing form, and but to gaze, — 
While the pet rose in purity smiles o'er 
And takes its blessings from the lips of God. 
Grief showers its tears on mem'ries rustic wear, 
And with its moisture clears the gathered specks 
That cloud with years the brightness now revealed. 
And lo ! behold the raptured soul give sigh. 
And having cast aside its mortal care. 
Sways to that realm on wings of poetry. 
But nay ! Each mortal sigh its echo hears 
From that vast sphere to chide us for awhile; 
But then there comes a truer voice, a sound 
Unknown, that breathes within a note of hope, — 
A note that rings upon the ears of woe, 
like a grim death knell to the parting self. 

What dreams arc these? Such thoughts appear sub- 
lime. 
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Life's not a dream, — Woe's not sublimity ; — 

Mere words cannot be eaten, and our God 

'S but to be worshipped on our knees in prayer, — 

A tedious custom which affords no joy; — 

But duty to the world, — duty to those 

Who watch us threatening our peace. 

Thus are we good; — who knows the world to come? 

We hoard while here, the future's dim to see. 

God is a word, — we bow to it, yet hold 

Not our hands in Heaven in his praise. 

But lower down, upon our loving purse. 

Lest some one steal it while we're doing so. 

Such mockery, — Oh, heathen men awake ! 

Open your hearts and free your souls awhile ! 

Behold the true God, Him you hold enslaved 

Under the whim of mortal selfishness. 

God's not an image, not a jeweled thing 

That wills the worship of a sinning horde,— 

But God is Truth, Love, Virtue, — all that's good ; 

And he who's blessed with these, 's as near to God, 

As is the weight of blessings on his sou!. 

Mock not at truth, — set not the wrong supreme i^ — ■ 

The future guards a justly gift for all ; — 

Keep ye your childish souls and feed your minds 

With will to guard the glorious spark thereof, — 

And when you heard and felt a voice divine 

In prayer, whisper Godly hopes of joy. 

You'll roam in peace, unharassed by the crops 

That harvest on the field of selfishness ; — 

But having stripped you of your mortal ways. 

You'll hear and see all new things unamazed. 

And say, where sin is there shall I be too, — 

Its spell can be dispelled, — I hold the power 

To save a brother from a sinful grave; — 

Some careless youth whom conscience led astray. 

Yet from whose soul no spark had passed away. 
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Ill 

Love is divine upon the path of truth; 

But when the raptured heart trembles in fear, 

And chides within the heav'nly harmony. 

Then dim is hope and mortal bliss unknown; 

And crouchingly the devil wanders nigh, 

Dis^ised in jealousy, and musingly 

Plays o'er the weaker chords of chastity. 

Producing mocking sounds which to the heart 

Respond in silent tortures, giving vent 

To tears of grief, falling unceasingly. 

Oh ! How one erring thought can bring 

Heart-rending shocks and lifelong misery. 

Error is deaf to soul's responsive plea. 

And guards the trembling brain most savagely, — 

'Tis truth alone can set our conscience free. 

Thus passion nursed and cradled in despair. 

Suddenly grows environed by the rays 

Of inmost solace, which were hidden there. 

When rapture dwelt in ign'rance of itself, — 

Bursting its shell of dull maturity. 

Stands forth in pride and wonders at the past, 

Not heeding reason which rebels at joy ; 

For error past ends not its grim eflfects, 

But leaves them scattered in the path of hope. 

Like jealous devils guarding Heaven's gate. 

In vain to weep, in vain to curse or moan 

For past infirmities, belay no grief 

For things that were, but in the present seek 

Salvation for the past sins and despairs. 

'Tis sad when nature's vengeance 's for thy sin. 

But when the sting is couched in others' deeds, — 

When you are guiltless of the cause thereof. 

And having learned at last the painful truth. 

Espy within a vengeance set for him 

Who meddled with thy life's anxieties ; — 
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You seek in vain a balm,-— but he who stakes 
His love, his hopes, his life, his everythinj^ 
At the frail altar of his reason, then 
Finds that he made a dreadful sacrifice. 
Oh I Is there woe or conscience rending 
Compared to this unselfish misery? 
What pangs of fear and hopeless energy 
In building of the ruins again a town 
As beautiful and charming as before; — 
And beingjchained to death door to thy work. 
Tremble lest that be reached afore it's done. 
Here nature linked the injured in a bond 
Of love and blood, so both in silence wept, 
And mutely signed each other not to weep. 

IV 
Oft in our hearts glimmers, a ray of hope 
Despite of woe that stamped its image there, — 
Despite of reason's hopeless prophecy; 
And like a bell that rings a new-year's chime, 
It echoes courage, mute and soothingly. 
A star whose light does pierce the darkest gloom. 
And sheds its brightness on the path of those 
Who searched its throne and pledged a sacrifice; 
And thus secured, despite the famished self. 
That hungers for the thrill of vital joy, 
And hungering, sheds upon the lightened path 
A shadowy veil that hides the sight awhile. 
And leaves the wonderer groping in dismay; — 
At last brings forth a spirit that reveals 
A sacred duty, which entraps the self 
And timely saves it from its sacrilege. 
God lends but few his tongue to make his speech. 
But to the few, those few thus graced by him, 
What visions of sublimity and truth 
Hover in sight, and at each glance appear 
In different radiance, ever beautiful. 
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Brimnung the cup wherein the soul doth drink 

Its self-h:d draught with relished ecstasy. 

To him the glories of far future bring 

Within their image, thoughts that drive the wheel 

Of human morals, which unceasingly 

Grinds off the rock of sin, and melts within 

The ore of ignorance, perfecting thus 

The human whole, and shaping it more kin 

Unto the Maker who gives strength unseen. 

It matters not in solitude or else. 

Who in himself perceives a guarding soul. 

Thus guided, wades upon the sea o£ life 

UoknowD to fear of mortal perfidy. 

But like a Gulliver, a moral giant 

Within a pigmy empire, — sways at will. 

Crowned with true laurels of divinity; — 

Pursuing truth, not playing hide and seek, — 

Truth hideth not, — 'tis eyes that cannot see, — 

And blindness is espoused to selfishness ; 

And unto him who casts the latter off. 

And thus bechastened, made to see aright, 

It beckons him to follow 'neath its rays. 

And he in glory follows and obeys. 



What an embodiment doth mortal man sustain,- 
Enchanted sphere, — a hall of mystery 
Patrolled by higher spirits, watchful guards 
Whom nature clads in issue of its own ; 
Receiving in return their servitude. 
But what is nature to make bold with all? 
And musing in its whim create such things? 
But whom to ask when in thyself is naught 
But what is part of nature's handiwork. 
Tis useless to delve deeper, for it all 
Stretcheth beyond this finite mind of ours ; — 
Nature forbids to look beyond ourselves : 
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In us she shapes her image and she's God. 
Then let us peep into our mystery 
And note the faulty spirits guarded o'er; — 
• The erring youth, curbed by its parent's will ; — 
To err is natural, hence nature placed those guards 
To conquer its infirmities, — but to what end? 
Our judgment fails, — therein is mystery. 
Thus through our good the evil 's sifted through. 
Which to our vision makes the good sublime; 
Thus many a spirit guarded watchfully. 
Had found a minute unobserved, to flee 
Into the outer world, where such as he 
Made mischief over usurped liberty. 
And clamoring without, made those within 
Redouble their strong efforts to escape; — 
Forcing the guards to watch more zealously. 
Nature is just, we must not query why; 
So hush, ye men of wisdom, 'tis in vain, — 
You're but the keys on which she plays her tune. 
And are made glorious by her certain touch. 
Thus flowers of youth are strangely wrought with- 
out, — 
Nursing their fragrance in a petalled cup 
That nature shaped to charm the truant thought 
That in seduction, lost its reasoning. 
And having whims as special ministers. 
To gloom the harmony that should exist 
Within the structure of the human self, — 
And like an image of its ministry, 
Jestingly shuns perusal of itself. 
By chiding reason with its wantoncy. 

VI 
Who is it that can say, "My mind is safe — 
My soul is purged of sin, my heart is true; 
My conscience rhymes its prophecy withal:" 
Despite of future's mocking doubtlessness ; — 
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"Who can restate my mind if not myself? 
Am I not master of my soul and heart? 
And does not conscience smile at virtuous will?" 
Yet few can say this, — and no other can ; 
The very few who know their own true selves. 
And in whose souls lives all their sacredness. 
But those whom vain ambition drives ahead 
To the unknown and visioned land of hope, 
Cannot predict a peace within themselves, — 
Their hopes are fostered by environments. 
And they are slaves to energy and fate, — 
Not only theirs, but every one who holds 
A social bond, — a/ pledge to him gi'en o'er, — 
A bill of sale, — a mortgage on the soul; — 
A blasphemous intrusion on the grave. 
How rich are we in bonds, in vital bonds 
Which so exalt us in our mortal sphere. 
And force the soul to do its penance here. 

To him who had outgrown all sensual whim, — 

Wearied of lust and fame, at last unwound 

The coils of foul ambition 'round his heart. 

Thus purged it of all sin and levity — 

To him love 's imaged in a spirit guise 

And speaks a tongue of muteness which doth shape 

A human kingdom, blooming like a flower 

In a vast garden of celestial joy. 

Grod made her gardener, and she tends each flower 

As doth a mother tend her new-born babe; 

She cuts the weeds of sin that grow around, 

And sprinkles them with drops of thoughts divine ; 

Thus keeping all God's issue from decay. 

Him sight does not play a false interpreter. 

But being goaled to those abysmal spheres. 

Links his affiance to their sacred truths, 

And keeps his soul chaste of iniquities. 

He squanders not affection on mere specks 
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That clothe a mortal, he beholds but one. 
One blooming flower in those untrod depths. 
And to its beauty he atones withal. 

He who in ign'rance, growls and sneers at fate. 

And plods his way uneasily. 

Finds in his path no sheltering rampart thrown. 

And no atonement for his levity; 

But he who broke affinity to fate, 

Having sailed o'er the waves of human sea. 

Explored thereon, and found within himself 

Few dripping scruples that chimed in withal. 

Which scooped in essence, wrought a magnitude 

Surveyed of God's dominion, one pure drop 

That plays the Atlas of the universe, — 

To him, life is the tide and he the shore 

Which in affiance with the spirit waves, 

In realms of time is purged e'en of itself. 

And leaves its spirit blended with the sea. 

VII 

Who is it that responds to nature's call. 

And does its will with humble energy. 

As if he were s minister of fate, — 

A human mark upon the life's wide sea 

That cannot sink, yet feels the waves of scorn, — 

A buoy that marks the depth of infamy. 

What imaged souls resplendent in their guise. 

Pass on reviewed before his watchful eyes. 

What distant echoes with their mocking tongues 

Bring to his ears most dreadful messages. 

What mute precautions from immortal spheres 

Whisper their warning through another's tears. 

What melodies, what Heavenly harmony 

Blend his respect with human frailty; — 

For while those vital waves roll on and on. 

Up into heaven, back into the sea, 
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They shape the sjrmbol of the power of Him, 

Who turns the wheel of immortaUty. 

To him who watching, watches unobserved. 

Through depths transparent to his eyes alone. 

Sees there both heav'n and hell revealed too plain; 

Sin fighting virtue, — neither to be slain. 

What horrors, what iniquities, what sbame; 

What foul ambitions for polluted fame: 

What love, what goodness, and what sacrifice; 

What brave revulsion from the clutch of vice. 

Might and injustice wear a jeweled crown, 

While truth is humbled to a pauper's gown. 

A list'ner's query is the old, old song 

That's cradled dreaming peacefully in doubt. 

Could they but see the spacious magnitude 

Of soul's existence, focused in themselves, 

They would forever cease to fret and sigh, 

And 'stead of queries, they would give reply. 

But why pursue the oft repeated strain. 

For he who gives is he that feels the pain, — 

And 'tis be alone that pain could heal. 

Who made defiant, does not wish to feel. 

VIII 

Proud Venus, in her splendor of love's charm. 
Ensnared immortal gods and made them slaves. 
What heads of power, pillowed on her breast, 
Forgot the world, to lie and be caressed. 
Lured to her kingdom, men forgot their eyes; 
But drifted on by muses of her realm. 
Behold her in her nudeness and grow mad ; — 
Their passions clamor to be free, while she 
Disguised in innocence, with blushing smiles, 
Chains the poor victim to her mercy, then 
When he had felt the heart throb's close response. 
When he had felt his passion's burning kiss. 
And melting into thrills of ecstacy, 



,X%ogk 



Had sold his soul, to feel a moment's bliss, — 

Falls at her feet and humble homage pays 

Unto her flesh, which is her only self; 

And charmed to blindness, only wants to feel 

The nectar raptures through his body steal. 

She melts his hopes into her cup of whim. 

And drains the draught in company with him. 

Youth pines for love, — love carnal-passion wrought. 

And making it an altar for his prayer. 

Sinks like a Faust into a Satan's lair. 

IX 

To ponder over entity of space, — 

The countless scattered worlds entombed therein. 

And of each world, their each environment ; 

The spirit, life, force, matter and the rest; 

Each linked to each, and each on each depends. 

And in affiance frame the skill of God. 

How our world, the only world we know, 

A speck in space beshadowed by the rest. 

Floats in that shadow, groping in the dark — 

So, when at times, God's light doth pierce the gloom 

And sheds its brightness 'round the tiny sphere. 

The vital force that emanates therefrom. 

In dumb rebellion, covers unrevealed 

And bars the sight against its mystery. 

And thinking of all this, — such mighty things, 

In wonder of myself and those about. 

Reluctance sneering at the word of truth, 

I ask, "What am I, — what my tiny self?" 

Compared to all these wonders that exist? 

And humbled 'fore myself, I look about 

And meditate, and make attempt to solve 

The cause of my creation in this world; 

And taking me as symbol of the rest, 

I purge the mind of all the prior thoughts ; 

Lending the brain pulsation from within; 
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Thus armed, I venture on thoughts' battlefield 

To fight the wrong and vindicate the right. 

He, who in glory of his conscience ^ves 

Unto his thoughts their freedom, is thrice blessed ; 

And though his soul be wearied and oppressed. 

And heart bereft of slightest spark of hope. 

Despite oppression, hopelessness and else. 

Some silent voice makes triumph of it all. 

And like a herald from immortal spheres. 

Proclaims his message full of prophecy. 

And lifteth up awhile to spirit heights 

His soul depressed beneath the yoke of life. 

TTien joy in guise of grim serenity 

Plays on the heart and mind and thrills the chords 

That bind them in unblemished harmony, 

And with a touch too nimble to be heard. 

Pours forth its silent music and unties 

The bonded soul from mortal servitude. 

And lets it frisk into infinity, 

And breathe the nectared fragrance of God's zones; 

Until filled o'er and gratified withal. 

Bound to its duty or the law of God, 

It traileth back to mortal sphere again. 

Until to grim realities gi'en o'er, 

It hides again and is again oppressed. 



Oh, dreadful death! Oh, vision of despair! 
Oh, guardian of the gate of unknown where ! 
One glimpse, just one into the realm beyond. 
To soothe the ceaseless longing which beguiles 
The budding hopes, just opening to respond 
To life's warm rays, which having grown in smiles, 
Outwitted thought but to be more abused 
When self was thwarted and the soul perused. 
The brain entranced, fed by the sights unknown. 
Wades in an abyss, conscience-prompted grown. 
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Takes lead and bids the troubled, sighing heart 

To follow in its steps and cease its sighs. 

While scorned ambition, unwilling to part. 

Guards in the rear, lest the new vigor dies, 

To turn and lead the hopeful march again 

Back to the portals of his own domain. 

Thought, ever watchful messenger to all, 

Sleeplessly hearkens unto every call, — 

Now it warns conscience by ambition bid, — 

Again it warns ambition to retreat; 

And like a spy probes every secret hid ; 

Then shames the heart, unwont such taunts to meet : 

Drives off the whimsicals that gather round 

To jeer the march to soul's eternal ground; 

At last, impatient, darts its watchful eye 

Into the mists, 's if seeking to descry 

The destined goal that guides its weary stride; 

But seeing naught, casts a sad spell o'er all : 

Ambition mocks, brain wanders, the heart cries, — 

But conscience smiles, and being a true guide. 

Holds up its torch and cries, "Have courage ye. 

The goal is near if ye but follow me." 

At every step the journey grows less far 

To hoped for heaven of soul's treasured shore. 

XI 

Oh, peopled city! Unchaste bode of woe! 
A human whirlwind, — sea of vanity, — 
A world of worlds; a realm of selfishness: 
Where virtue hides beneath hypocrisy. 
And love espoused to avarice and pride, 
Becomes a false interpreter, which hides 
True rapture, for its mated guards appear 
Ever watchful of its mission, chiding it 
With shameless protest, in the name of truth. 
A smiling gulf with current of deceit 
That drives one into whirlpools of disgrace. 
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Or into total social obloquy. 

Custom and passion play important parts. 

While brotherhood lies buried unobserved. 

A constant war of Abel against Cain. 

A constant fall of weaker 'fore the strong. 

Pity is sought but given mockingly, 

In grimaces and words, but sacrifice. 

Is guarded selfishly like pelf, which they 

Who hoarded it in shame, are wont to guard. 

Pleasure is sought in wantoncy and theft. 

Both which in name of justice, custom holds 

A necessary virtue for our good. 

The state corrupt, ruled by a merciless few ; 

The church a mockery, a satan's throne, — 

And hand in hand with statesmen, make a hell 

Within the God's dominion, in His name; 

While the poor working slave that feeds these 

beasts, — 
The vampire breed that feed on human blood, 
In ignorance looks on and ^ves applause 
As if he knew it was his benefit. 
And this the world, and in this world must those 
Who, innocent of all this Godlessness, 
Drift like mere rowboats on a frantic sea. 
On with the tide of human deviltry ; 
Merged in the billows, breathe the pois'nous air. 
Until the custom snaps its tight'ning bonds. 
Enslaving the poor creature to its whim 
And making it a part of the foul sea. 
'TIS pitiful, 'tis shameful, 'tis unjust, 
And yet who doth foresee this all. 
And in whose heart lies buried love and truth, 
Wei! sifted through unselfish sacrifice. 
Doth venture to impress his fellow men, 
He 's instantly repulsed and called a fool. 
An idler, madman, or a demagogue; 
Slighted in company ; looked down in scorn : 
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While truly his defamers should bow down 

And worship him as Christians did their Christ. 

Oh, ign'rant world, — oh, vast absurdity! 

Oh, sleeping herd of beasts enwrapped in gloom,— 

See ye the lights, — 'tis the few demagogues ; — 

Ye fear those rays and shudder to go near, — 

Just like a pig that loathes clean water pools. 

Awake, awake! mirror yourself within. 

And let your rays shine forth as well and guide 

Your selRsh brother from obscurity; 

For only then the glory of God's will s' won. 

When in thy deed Hts sacred will is done. 
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THE WOOING. 

God from His celestial shrine 
Blessed me with a love divine. 

And it chimes in tune so sweet 

With my heart throbs every beat 
That each note with magpie swell 
Doth some prophecy fortell. 

Listen, tis my heart that speaks. 

And within your own its seeks 
Something to relieve , despair, — 
Something secret hidden there. 

Can you tell me why your charm 

Doth my very soul disarm? 
Can you tell me why your eyes 
Pierce my heart and draws its sighs? 

While the hope for which I crave, 

Makes me your eternal slave? 
Don't you see one word from you 
Makes the dream of Heaven true? 

You must speak it, — can't you sec 

Visions of love's ecstacy? 
Lift your eyes and whisper low, — 
Is it, is it. Yes or No? 
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TO A CIGARETTE. 

'Gainst the sage world 'tis bold 

To arm a weakly pen. 
Yet if a truth's untold, 

It jots defiance then. 

Thou art unjustly blamed 
For glutton's ravaged zest, — 

Through him the shaft is aimed 
Into thy guiltless breast. 

There's poisonous charm in thee 
Buoyant on waves of scorn, 

A breath of ecstacy 

Soothing a heart forlorn. 

No mortal eye hath seen 
The depths of secret thought 

Wherein thy breath has been 
An ally ever sought. 

When in my heart had grown 

A monument of grief. 
Then were it thou alone 

That came to my relief. 

So with a heart gi'en o'er 

In loyalty to thee 
I pay this tribute for 

Due reciprocity. 
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FRIENDLY PLEDGE. 

To sit in company with those we love, 

'S to ^ve our hearts their fondest care ; 
With nature Itout us, and the stars above, 

And the gentle zephyr playing in the air ; 
Our thoughts in harmony with all about. 

In sacred hope their silent tongues speak out ; 
Filling the soul with rapture of their zeal, — 

Making our love its own perfection feel. 
Oh hour of youth! How long wilt thou remain? 

Can future banish thy majestic reign? 
Can all our life so bright and cherished Bee 

Into some vile unhoped obscurity? 
Or were it justice to profane the good. 

And take from us our cherished solitude? 
No, no, we're pledged beneath this starry sky 

With nature's things in witness wand'ring nigh. 
To keep our bond, with future guarding o'er, 

Despite the things we'll have to suffer for. 



My pen shall draw a train of thoughts 

And love shall ride within. 
And at the station of your heart 

I trust you'll welcome him. 
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TO MY MUSE. 

Wherefore my muse hast thou forsaken me 

Who guards thy holy gift 's if 'twere his life? 
Wherefore berate the soul with levity. 

Abandoned midst the clamor of its strife? 
Come back, come back to me oh, zealous guide ! 

Through me thy message, as was wont, proclaim I 
And to my soul that thou of late did chide. 

Give some new hope to glorify its aim. 
Beset by all the fancies 'round my hiart, — 

A bondsman to the world I durst not spurn, — 
How can I 'thout thee play a nobler part. 

When but from thee I can my blessing earn? 
Beside tliine altar I atone with all. 

And blessing thee, make happiness complete; 
And oft grow mad, impatient for thy call. 

But late, in vain, in vain my heart did beat, — 
You shrived ray soul and did my hopes beguile, 

While I sat trembling lest you come not 'tall, — 
And 'round me swept the taunting wanton smile 

Mocking, though I knew 'twere but a moment's 
fall,— 
I knew 'twere sin to be forsaken so. 

And felt indeed, there were no better friend, — 
I feel thee now and banished is my woe. 

My soul and hope in exaltation blend. 
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JOY IN NATURR 

Who can trace the depth of sorrow 
Raging in a youthful heart, — 

Who can of its grief some borrow. 
Or exhume a cupid's shaft? 

Reason curbs the vent of passion 
And controls the ranting muse. 

But the heart within the struggle 
Bears the yoke of all abuse. 

In the cloister of one's being. 
Where the soul dwells undisguised, 

One can feel his sorrow fleeing 
And a Heaven prophecied. 

Drilled by world's capricious custom. 
Who can give his thoughts free wing? 

Who can break the bond of folly ? 
Who can his own ballads sing? 

And the world though growing better. 
Dwarfs its growth too much to speak 

In the language of the oak tree 
Or the buzzing of the bee. 

Brooklets ripple, moonbeam's silence. 
Breathe and speak for him on high ; 

While man, left to his own mercies. 
Doth forever weep and sigh. 
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HEARTS HOPE. 



My heart art thou relieved of pain 

Since all that thou had grieved of most 

Unsparingly had changed again 
And in thy hope of fond relief. 
Again to chide thee with new grief? 

How long will love play truant so 
And choose thee victim of its whim? 

When will it come and let thee know 
What 'tis to feel a moment's bliss 
Within the rapture of its kiss? 

There's no response unto thy choice; 
There's none to give thee peace or hope. 

Unless to God uplift thy voice 

And in that prayer compassion seek 
And hope where fancy is most weak. 

But lose not hope, for time alone. 
With all its doubts and mysteries, 

May all thy craving yet atone 

And in the midst of all thy grief. 
Out of its many give some one relief. 
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THE GARDEN. 

Within the garden of my heart 

Fate planted weeds of woe; — 
God cast the seed — a blessing none 

But He could e'er bestow. 

It grew into a blushing rose — 

So beautiful to see; 
So fragrant and so sweet withal — 

Scenting with ecstasy. 

That all the weeds shall leave my heart 

And die for want of care. 
And with God's help my soul shall strive 

To keep it always there. 



TO L. S. 

Love for the good and pity for the weak. 
Endowed with glory of thoughtful mind ; 

Nurtured the beautiful and true to seek ; 
Obedient to no law she does not find 

Reflected of her soul, and silently 

Awaiting that which yet she could not see. 

Something there is, a vision far away 
Chiding the scorn of gaudy world's array; 

Hiding in distance, — echoing her sighs 

In mute submission unto sacred ties. 
Left to itself — scorned where it would have blest — 
Loath to be cherished and not be caressed : 

Eager to sooth, yet destined to command — 

Reaching to her, in hopes, its helping hand. 
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LOVE CURE. 

If you love and love in silence 
Let your hope be ever free, 

For the heart you so much cherish 
May be pining too for thee. 

And if love is once outspoken 
And the heart you seek is cold, 

Let not your own heart be broken — 
Passion can a new love mould. 

And if love's exchanged and sifted 
Through the drain of ecstacy. 

Leave not hope too far uplifted — 
Passion may be fooling thee. 

If you love and feel no passion 
Filling you with craving zest. 

But your heart's filled with compassion. 
Then you know that your love's best. 



VAIN HOPES. 

Vain hopes are like the ocean waves 

That roll and roll till the defying shore 

Bids them to check their vain attempt 

To reach the goal that guides their striving course 

And thus, resolved to ebbing tide, they roll away 

Back to their former place upon 

The vital sea of vanity. 
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TO G. (Xmas 1904). 

Perchance some day when cruel time, 

As it is wont, had cleft our bond 
Look at this gift and read this rhyme 

And let some recollection fond 
Dwell in your mem'ry for awhile. 

And think of one whose whole life through. 
Despite the rage of fates beguile 

Had never ceased to think of you. 

This simple gift, should it find grace 
Beneath the solace of your eyes. 

Will find for me a cherished place 
Within your mem'ry, — and no ties 

Of friendship could be more to me — 
Although I dread this prophecy. 



THE REBORN PASSION. 



The love we have by passion set on fire. 
Win blaze awhile; then flicker, smoulder, and at last 
expire; 
And we the fools, its cintkrs sacredly 
Gather, anoint with tears, into the lap of memcMy, — 
And mourn, alas t most unconsoled we mourn ; 
Until within our ever pr^tiant hearts new passion 's 
bom. 
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TO . 

From the depths of the past 

Comes a spirit of love, 
Like an abyss belightened 

By the sunshine above. 

And the spirit awakens 

The soul from a dream 
Of a passion long wasted 

In Godless esteem. 

And with nimble fingers 
On the heart strings it plays 

And brings tears to mem'ry 
Of innocent days. 

And the soul 'waked to glory 
With a glad hand bestows 

A blessing eternal 

For the message of woes. 

And the spirit in parting 

Is sighed a farewell. 
While within the heart's cloister 

The still echoes fell. 

And now joy comes fleeing 

In immortal guise. 
While unknown God's blessings 

In buoyancy rise. 

And love thus made silent 

Seeks refuge in sighs, 
While truth's open pages 

Are wooing thine eyes. 
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TO G . 

Good-by dear friend, on raem'ries pages 
Leave a small space for me — 
A little space for friendship sake, 
Ueserveless friend though I may make. 
Yet the few hours I spent with thee 
Sha'l never, friend, forgotten be. 

Ah t were I but a poet great 

Like those whose fame had cleft the skies; 

Mine were it then to write of fate 

And unto souls make prophecies. 

Shrived of all power, humble me 
Can make but little prophecy, — 
Hopeful though I may be. 
If so, then have compassion please, 
Read it as though you really thought 
Rhyme can a true heart put at ease 
And echo forth what love had wrought. 



WARNING. 

Do not touch the glorious present 
With the damper of the past ; 
Do not mar the moments pleasant 
With the tales that shadows cast. 

Leave the past forever buried. 
And the tomb forever scorned, 
Thus the living won't be worried 
And the dead will not be mourned. 
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TO HER OLD SWEETHEART. 

Lost to my conscience, in my woe, 
I read thy pleading to for^ve, — 

But to thy words that charm me so, 
What answer could I give? 

Could you but know my dearest friend 
What I had suffered for my sin. 

The restless nights that I had spent 
In thinking of what might have been. 

Sweet recollection of the past, — 
The days that haunt my memory still. 

In mounds of countless sighs amassed. 
An aching heart to fill. 

Now you have touched my heart again — 
And all my youth comes back to me 

Like voices from some distant plane 
On wings of poetry. 

You're kind and noble to forgive 
One who had past all hope for that, — 

Tis 'ndeed a blessing to receive 
For an abandoned heart. 

Would I had power to return 

The long devotion you have shown. 

But now alas ! too late to leani 
What then I should have known. 
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Then when in innocence and glee. 
We loved the virgin love of youth; 

When in your arms in ecstasy 
I sought my heart to sooth. 

Ah ! Friend, I bathe in tears to think 

That I could ever leave you so, 
And choose a life of all extinct 

'Cept ceaseless shame and woe. 

All hope forlorn, what can I do? 

I could not choose howe're I would, — 
And the sad life I'm going through 

I'd banish if I could. 

Though the old -love I could not win, 

I'll always think of you as one 
Who stood true friend despite ray sin 

And so my blessings won. 

From the still recess of my heart 
Where something sacred lingers yet. 

Shall come a prayer, and if we part, 
I never shall forget 

A prayer that will always live 

Though days, or months, or years may roll,- 
A prayer for one who did forgive ; — 

A prayer from the soul. 
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THE FLAME OF PASSION. 

What wonder chancing to pass nigh 
A road where trod a woman's foot. 

That did not stop to heave a sigh 

And blindly venture the same route? 

Alas, poor man once free from cares. 
Allured by hope unchaste in thought ; 

A victim taken unawares 
And made a slave to grief unsought. 

Then hope once kindled by soul's rays 
And once held sacred on its throne 

Remains a thing of former days 
And leaves one hopeless and alone. 

And the frenzy of a restless mind 
Emitting groans of pain and shame, 

And instincts of the better kind 
Made sacrifice to passion's flame. 

Beware fair youth, beware I sayl 
And let no woman be your goal; 

Let not your heart be led astray — 
Do no rash violence to your soul. 

Calm and serene, let Passion be 
A thing apart from sacred ties 

Which make the heart a mystery 
And of true love a paradise. 



t, Google 



Was ever love so full arrayed. 
Was e'er a heart so undismayed 
As mine, sweetheart, ardent and true. 
Unfalteringly beats for you. 

Despite the shocks which fortune gives 
And disappointments hope receives. 
Our hearts alone through love's behest 
Will find a solace in our breast. 

Never ^lall duty be forestalled 
By whims that conscience had annulled. 
Nor shall a rigfateous thought give way 
Where fancy lures and mirth holds sway. 

Our brain in deep reflection might 
Deem right was wrong and wrong is right. 
But as a guide to loving heart 
Conscience alone must play the part. 

And cravings other than of love 
Must to the soul its friendship prove, 
And with the spirit blended be 
To save the heart from misery. 

These lines I can to you impart 
As echoes from a loving heart — 
Your happiness its only prayer 
And to love you its only care. 
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Tell me, sweetheart, tell me truly. 

Does your heart beat just as fully 

As when first we felt enraptured 

And each other's love had captured? 

Is your life devoid of bliss 

For the craving of my kiss? 

Do you ever shed a tear 

For the one who was so dear? 

Do your thoughts keep harmony 

With the love you gave to me? 

Or has aught possessed you now 

To repent your sacred vow? 

Tell me dear that I may learn 

If in vain my passions burn. 

If in vain my heart is pining 

And through clouds my hope is shining. 

Or has time played me unfair 

And you neither love nor care? 

Tell me have I been mistaken 

Cruel forebodings to awaken? 

Am I thinking too severe 

Guided on by foolish fear? 

Open all your soul to me — 

There my fate I want to see ; 

For you know since we have parted 

I've been almost broken hearted 

And with every breath I drew 

I gave up a thought to you — 

And your image in my mind 
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Did a restful shelter find ; 

Where my soul by love inspired 

Doted on it and admired; 

All the sweetness, all the grace 

All the beauty of your face — 

But those charms are naught compared 

When a loving heart is bared, 

And therein revealed we see 

Love in all its purity. 

Love unsoiled and unbegutled. 

By temptation undefiled — 

Love as pure as falling snow 

E'er it kissed the earth below — 

Love that wants its own, no more — 

That, sweetheart, I'm craving for. 

And the joy that once I knew 

When I felt such love in you. 

Are sweet mem'ries to me now 

And I cannot let them go; 

For I want them to remain 

That they may he real again. 
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FEAR. 

The misery of burning moments 

In premonition of a coming woe — 
Relentless fate pursuing every hour 

With dark foreboding, waits to strike a blow. 

Youth rent to age, bestifled by its folly, 

Too weak to cope with years of hoarded ruin- 
In hopeless terror waits the mocking hour — 
Prepared to suffer with all strength immune. 



You came and went like moments' bliss 
To cherish and to miss. 

You stirred the fire in my heart 

And set it all aflame. 
And hopes that were and hopes that are. 

Now do not look the same. 

One little kiss, right from the heart 

You gave unthinkingly; 
Showing the treasure of the love 

You hid away from me. 

That kiss repaid me for the pain 

I suffered many a day, — 
More pain you'll give, — ^biit then the kiss 

You cannot take away. 



TO A HYPOCRITE. 

Your face though grave, reveals the knave 

Which few could fail to see ; — 
Your only task 's to hide the mask 

Of your hypocrisy. 
With me you fail but still prevail 

Over a foolish few 
Who knowing naught are always bought 

With flattering smile or two. 
You stick like paste to religious caste. 

And think we all believe it ; 
But wd know well and must here tell, 

'Tis because there's something in it. 
I always thought you could be bought 

And find I did not err, — 
For every minute with money in it. 

Will always find you there. 
Though you're well fed, you're not well bred. 

And knew not how to cherish 
A thing or two we did for you, — 

Now — see your glory perish; — 
For from your face we will displace 

The mask that crowns your glory. 
And place instead upon your head 

The blessings of this story. 



D,„„z.dbvGl^g[C 



To sit alone and think and sometimes dream 
Of our hopes which ever distant seem ; 
Which future luringly doth prophesy 
And we, deluded, seldom realize. 
To bear the burden of misfortune calm, 
Though the calmness was itself a balm, — 
To take from life its measly offering 
In dribs and drabs, which less deserving 6ing 
To their dogs, — and still be satisfied — 
To suffer martyrdom — to be beguiled. 
To see injitstice basking in the sun 
While virtue in the shadow's looking on. 
To tolerate the thief whose wondrous wealth 
Defies the law and glorifies his stealth. 
To stifle pride and sacrifice manhood 
Just for a chance to earn a, livelihood — 
And then to live in constant, painful fear 
Lest even that poor chance may disappear — 
And then to part from loving wife and child 
And travel 'round alone and undefiled; 
Because for that another pays the price, 
And therefore you must pay the sacrifice. 
A heaven of love to make your life complete 
But fate demands you keep away from it. 
To part from love — a love which in its worth 
Surpasses the entire wealth of earth; 
And be content, — and no resentment show. 
Lest cruel fate may strike a harder blow. 
Though love itself defying and replete. 
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With faith and virtue can all woes defeat. 
But cannot calm the blind, rebellious heart- 
That wants its own and wants it all, — not part; 
To mingle with a class that you despise 
And be away from those you idolize, — 
'Tis cruel, cruel! Yet what can you do? 
Who knows what future has in store for you. 



Hold me within your heart 

As I hold you; 
Zealously watching o'er. 
E'er to please and adore, — 

Loving and true. 

Better than all the gold. 
Our love is wealth untold; 

Wealth none can buy. 
Let come what may sweetheart, 
But we shall never part, — 

You, love and I. 
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LIFE'S LAMENTATIONS. 

Brave hearts are those that never grieve 
With misery's bewailing voice, — 

Brave hearts are those that do not leave 
Their path of hopeful aim and choice. 

Men are like blossoms la the spring 
That smile beneath the sunbeam's glance ; — 

A breath of dailcness is a sting 

Which blends their gladness with a trance. 

A streak of joy, a shade of woe. 
Inspired by future, fade in gloom; — 

Our pace to glory, fast or slow. 
Will bring us nearer to our doom. 

The brevity of life proclaims 
Victory o'er some hopeful hearts — 

Thoi^h short our living stay, it claims 
Its due reward before it parts. 

Seditious elements on earth. 
May gloom the stages of our life; 

The evil cause that gave them birth, 
May conquered be by love and strife. 
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As fast as the current of years may drift 
And tread me beneath its feet. 

Still God had given my soul one gitt — 
Thine own in Heaven to meet. 

And if Heaven be here in our common life 

And not in the skies above. 
Then it is unknown to the hearts of strife 

But known to the hearts that love. 

My soul unto Heaven shall claim no ties 
While here o'er my soul you sway, 

For 'tis in thy love that my Heaven lies 
And I pray for it each day. 

But praying alas, I may pray in vain ; 

Who knows silent fate's decree? 
Dead fire of hope may be kindled again 

If fate so wills it to be. 

The fire of love in my heart may bum 

While hope whispers in my ear. 
Yet my soul shall always its blessing earn 
Just by blessing thee my dear. 
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THREE EVILS IN ONE. 

Fame, Luxury and Avarice, and Sin 

Met to discuss their glory within men; 

Of his seduction and his vanity. 

Fame dressed in lion's garb, shook his broad mane. 

And haughtily spake out, — "There's none like me ; 

Man haunts my throne unto his very death : 

He is my slave, my lover and my friend, — 

I mean the worthy sort that seek my gifts 

And prize them in their everlasting hope." 

"Nay, nay," quoth Luxury, "I laugh at thee, — 

Thou art the king of beasts and I of birds; 

Men are of beastly and of birdly kind. 

But more are birdly and obedience show 

Only to me, for in their bosom nursed 

Caprice and Vanity which are my slaves 

And who do guide them to my glorious realms; 

There, at my feet, to quench their wanton thirst." 

"So think ye both who know not men as I?" 

Spake Avarice, the shark out of the watery grave; 

"Look how I live upon the smaller fish, — 

How easy tis' for me to satisfy myself: 

Men gloat upon me, for their selfish whim 

Is hidden secretly within my breast. 

Ye are but dazzlers of the uncouth minds. 

But the experienced who know the world 

And strife that forces them, they come to me 

And build their shelter under rippling waves." 

"Fools are ye all if ye compare to me," 

Hissed forth the snake from his unseen abode; 
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"Sin am I called and I have strength enough 

To match thee, boasting Leo, and thee too 

My proud old eagle, even to thy nest 

Upon the mountain heights my creeping form 

Is often seen; and also o'er the waves. 

Despite thee, feared most shark, I'm feared as well; 

So that none here can boast as much as I, — 

All fear me, beast or bird or fish, and of them all 

None can escape my poisonous sting; 

They live to honor me from birth to death ; 

So do not prate to one as I, for ye 

Are all enshrined in me, so let us part 

And wage our war more fiercely against God 

Who guards the soul, and there His glory makes ; 

And none of us dare enter to his sphere ; 

So let us make the best of the strong realm 

About the outer man, blaspheme the soul, — 

Lend to our strength a little cunning too 

And make not man think we're his enemies." 

And so they parted bowing unto Sin. 

And did his majesty their parting well reply 

By coiling up in ecstacy of sneers, 

And murmur to himself much satisfied, 

"Ye fools, ye are all blind, 'tis I who guards your 

thrones. 
And I who play upon the whims of men, 
And ye are slaves that crouch before my rule." 
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THE TWO STORMS. 

There's a stillness 'spite the datter 
Of the wind against the shutter, — 
'Spite the rain in frenzy pouring — 
'Spite the thunder's distant roaring; 
For within the heart is beatii^: — 
Thot^hts like lightning flashing, fleeting, 
While the thunder comes again 
Couched in groans of grief and pain ; — 
Hope is knocking like the wind 
'Gainst the window of the mind. 
And world^s mysteries like rain 
Come a pouring on the brain. 
I don't hear — it is no wonder, 
Neither rain, nor wind, nor thunder; 
For the storm within my heart 
Mocks the storm of nature's art ; 
And its stillness 's louder far 
Than Ihe storms of nature are; — 
'Tis a noise bereft of fear — 
Grates upon our conscience' ear; — 
Ever moaning, ever groaning; 
Never blessing ch* atoning 
Unto God, alone who knows 
Why our bliss and why our woes, — 
He alone can be our guide. 
For he doth within us Ude. 
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TO— 

Ne'er was a woman bom, so cherished 
Within the heart of any man, 

And of my love no spark had perished 
Since first our pledge of love began. 

Ne'er was a heart so bound in sorrow, 
Bereft of all its magic bliss ; 

Devoid of wealth it could not borrow 
Which lurks within your magic kiss. 

Never a heart was so forsaken 
And life's emotion left despised. 

But the fond joy which fate has taken 
Shall when we meet be realized. 

Ne'er could a soul in deep dejection 
Its sacred worth so clearly prove, 

For it can see its own reflection 
Within the mirror of our love. 



Never was fate so boldly slighted. 
And faith so fondled in two hearts — 

Ne'er were two hearts so strongly plighted 
Despite the blows which fate imparts. 

Never permit your heart to tremble 
For fear my own may prove untrue — 

The throbs which in my heart assemble 
Are only there to beat for you. 

Never a thought is unattended 
By some sweet, sacred memory. 

Where love and you, with hands extended 
Are waiting soon to welcome me. 
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WHY? 

Why should one whom fate had driven 

To prison of despair, 
Cling to life of all hope shriven 
And reject the freedom given. 

For 3 woman fair? 

Can one's nature be perfected. 

That one could forget? 
Or can hope be resurrected 
And upon its grave erected 

The old feeling yet? 

Can a wrong be left unheeded 

Or a truth despised? 
Should not faith to love be deeded 
Where God's hand had interceded 

And then solemnized. 

Does a vow so strongly plighted 

Have so little weight? 
That it is so quickly slighted, — 
Vainly seeking to be righted 

When it is too late? 

Could the mind but teach our feeling 

To forget its pain; 
Then how soon the heart were healing 
And new hopes and joys come stealing 

Over us again? 
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But in vain, in vain, the glory 

Is beyond the grave; 
For our life's the same old story; 
Envy, struggle, hope and worry, 
And a soul to save. 



SWEET MEMORY. 



Thy blooming youth shall ever bide 

Upon my memory with delight ; 

Twill lite a streak of sunbeam's ray 

Sing to my heart its mystic lay ; 

Then stronger shall the knot be tied 

That bound that vision to my side. 

I ever shall believe thee true. 

Thou dearest of my heart; 

Though our whole life be marked by plight. 

From thee I ne'er shall part. 

Thine eyes bespeak thy virtuous soul ; 

Thy words breathe love and truth. 

And may the future years be blessed 

With pfts that blessed thy youth. 
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VENGEANCE. 

The demon stirred within his tortured breast 

And roused the vengeful flame that burnt within ; 

Hiding the soul that vainly sought to thwart 

The cow'rdly crime and the most shameful sin; 

But furious with past, his jealous rage 

Couched in a chance for vengeance, knew no bounds ; 

And like a lion breaking through his cage. 

Or like bison furious at the hounds. 

His dagger raised, rushed at the sleeping knight 

Who ope'd his eyes too late to move or speak, — 

His murd'rer cringed before his gaze with fright, 

And going nearer, heard in murmurs weak. 

Forgiveness to himself, but not a word 

Of her who had their life and passion stirred ; 

But murmuring a prayer, raised his eyes 

As if he sought her there in paradise. 

Pierced to the heart his gallant life given o'er. 

He gently closed his eyes and spake no more. 



JOY AND SORROW. 



Joy dies in a moment, but sorrow i 
To carve its initials upon our hearts ; 

So, lost unto mem'ry is tdiss, but the pain 
May hide and dude ua, but never departs ; 

Until, perhaps, with the ending of breadi. 

It is carried away in the arms of death. 
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Remember sweetheart those sweet days of our woo- 
ing 

When life lo3t its shadows and ripened with light; 
The days that sped fast and each other pursuing, 

Had filled our hearts with their joy and delight 

Remember sweetheart when untaught and forsaken 
We plunged all alone into life's darkest cares — 

From love as our guide our courage was taken 
Till safely we crossed o'er its pitfalls and snares. 

We mocked at misfortune that followed us ever, — 
Our love made atonement and banished its woes — 

Our hearts clung in rapture no sorrow could sever — 
Life's blessings were sweetest and harmless its 
blows. 

We walked hand in hand with bond of our maker 
Pledged to the world and reseated in our hearts. 

Our conscience alone was our guide and caretaker — 
We felt its enchantment and played well our parts. 

But the blow came at last, relentless and cruel. 
That set us adrift into separate parts; 

It made life a burden, but added more fuel 

To the fire of love which remained in our hearts. 

And never sweetheart through the days that are 
passing. 
Let thoughts of mistrust fill your true heart with 
pain — 
My passion and love are together amassing 
Their tribute to you when I meet you again. 
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REVERIES. 

Love has its charm and pleasure 
And thrills us from the start; 

But naught we so much treasure 
As love that drifts apart. 

A love that's somewhere distant, — 
A heart that yearns all time; 

A hope that somewhere glistened 
And makes your life sublime. 

Sweet mem'ries never fading. 
Like Cupid's arrows dart. 

Their messages unlading 
Into a forlorn heart. 

A heart that beats in sorrow 
And vents its grief in sighs 

Whose joys live in the morrow — 
Whose ardor never dies. 

A longing unrepressive — 

A voice that won't be stilled — 

With pleading tone expressive, — 
A passion unfilled. 

A tear that gives no warning — 
A sudden sigh or thought 

Upon my soul comes dawning 
And tells the tale it brought. 
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Tales that we hold in terror 
Or that we clasp in joy, — 

That set our hearts in tremor 
But can't our love destroy. 

And future ever smiling 
Keeps all our hopes awake. 

Assuring or beguiling, — 
Our chances we must take. 



PRICE OF LOVE. 

Let me tell you dearest friend, 
'Tis not your whims nor wiles — 

'Tis not your face, 'tis not your place. 
Neither your tears nor smile, 

That in the barter of pure love 
Makes up the needed price. 

A heart that's pure, a love that's true, — 

A conscience clear and free, 
Will buy thee friends that never die 
And in whose hearts all treasures lie; 

For love then sought is cheaply bought. 
Since you have wealth to buy. 
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TO . 

For all your pleasures I had pain, — 

For all I've lost you have the gain; 

When I shed tears, you only smiled — 

While I was true, you had begfuiled ; 

While my heart bled, you felt most gay ; 

What I held sacred, you threw away. 

A slave to fancy, you made of me 

A victim of your deviltry, — 

But in the end you're bound to fall — 

Too late to reach me with your call. 

The tide of sin is bound to turn — 

The man that loves, can also spurn. 

I've stood the wrath of all my woes — 

From you I took the hardest blows. 

Without compassion, all your might 

You struck and struck and felt delight, — 

While pride and honor held me back. 

My silence covered up your track — 

So like a thief, you stole from me 

The pages of your history. 

Let other men receive your thrust. 

Let other men relieve your lust, — 

There's other fools to be beguiled 

And (eel elated when you smiled; 

Let those who only see the lewd 

Or who lost faith in womanhood. 

Let them your whims and fancies crown, — 

I'll gladly ali my right disown, 

For I've no faith in what you say — 

You have deceived me all the way — 

I do not care what you may do, — 

Thank God I've strength to feel I'm through. 



TO M. S. (On birthday) 

I know not dear how many years 

Have shed your bloom upon this earth, 

But in my heart sweet memory rears 
A monument to grace your worth. 

What greater charm could nature give 
Than purity of heart and mind? 

What greater gift can one receive 
Than the sweet friendship of your kind? 

The hours though short, I spent with thee. 
Have left their seed within my heart. 

And never can forgotten be 

Though rival fate may keep us 'part. 

When lonely moments set their lights 
Within the shadow of my mind, 

My soul speeds on to spirit heights, — 
The secret of your own to find. 

What heart can wish and mind can say. 
Cannot be moulded by a pen ; 
But all kin souls will meet some day, 
And we shall both be happy then. 
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TO PAUL. 

When love had been strained through passion. 

And the dregs run wild ; 
la my heart there was remaining 
Ail the pure love I've been saving 

For my only child. 

They may keep my baby from me, — 

Vengeance to atone; 
fiut time will nurse his love surely 
And will bind to me securely 

When he's older grown. 

Let his mind be op'ed to reason 

And his heart to love ; 
Let the cause, ere he go win it, 
Whether tears or smiles are in it. 

Its own virtue prove. 

May the errors of his father 

Danger signal him ; 
For where fancy lurks there's treason 
To the heart, and only reason 

Can conquer our whim. 

War and peace in his own being 

He will aways find; 
Till the soul in glorious mission, 
Having whipped self to submission. 

Bound him to mankind. 
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For there is no vainer glory 

To be sought than one 
That has no one else to share it, 
Though their labor helped to bear it 

Before it was won. 

Try to be the light that's shining 

To lead others on; 
There where wisdom lives in hiding, 
Virtue, love and truth are biding. 

Then your task is done. 



AWAKENING. 

Mine was a stormy life, I feel it now; 
It ebbed with keenest suffering and joy. 
Guided by strong emotions, unrestrained 
By reason; following the path that led 
To anywhere, and there armed with youth, 
Prepared to meet my fate as foe or friend. 
Now passed is youth, and lived' a life therein; 
A new life greets me, built up brick by brick 
By the past errors wisdom useful made, — 
And 'stead of aimless strife, I seek a home 
Where love and he shall dwell with me and mil 
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STAGE BEAUTY. 

Hast heard of a woman without a soul? 

A mother without a heart? 
Then read of this one that had left her home 

And wantonly drifted apart. 

She loved the lights and wine that delights 
And the praise of the men she met; 

And it all played a part around her heart — 
That she tried all else to forget. 

But the wine that she sips not as sweet as the lips 

That her baby gives her to kiss ; 
.And the stranger's vain praise cannot last for always 

Like the husband's devotion and bliss. 

She makes up her face and feels no disgrace 

As long as it makes her look fair ; 
She reeks in the fumes of expensive perfumes. 

And glories when people stare. 

Her lust and her whims gratified by him 

Who so ere has the needed gold, 
For it's all in the cup and the filling up. 

While her heart grows bitter and cold. 

While her baby sleeps and her husband weeps — 

For he loves her against his will — 
She is reeking in wine like unholy swine. 

No heart, but a stomach to fill. 

Oh, woman of God may the hearts that you trod 

And the glories of motherhood. 
Find an echo awake when your own heart will break 

And leave you to freeze in your blood. 
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GRANDMOTHER'S SOLILOQIH'. 

Oft was I wont in years gone by 

To rest from care my weary head; 
Then did my heart no tremor feel, 
And would my rest all sadness heal ; 
But now I'm old, those years are fled. 

The babes I nourished on my knee. 

Live not with me, for they have grown; 
And one by one from me they'd part 
And grieve my old and weary heart, 
To leave me all alone. 

Now that my days are soon to end, 
I mourn their ending with my tears ; 

And though my heart is old and sore. 

The love of life to me is more. 
And would prolong my years. 

All that I love from me are gone. 

But they all love me still; 
And every scruple I did save 
From day of birth unto the grave. 

Shall reach them in my will. 

Soon shall thou take me death away 

From those that I most love, 
But soon the years shall pass away, 
And those I mourn to leave today 

Shall meet me all above. 
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A CHANGE. 

Where once my heart had held its sway 

Within the region of one soul. 
Now shorn of passion, free and gay. 

Aspires to no certain goal. 

Where once its tenderest hope was bound 

Into a vow of lifelong stay, 
Now, tniantly doth hover 'round 

Where fancy leads and mirth holds sway. 

And in the ebb of future years. 

Who knows what lot our fate may draw, — 
The same that mocks, doth draw our tears 

And leaves us thoug^its and nothing more. 

We think and think, and think again. 
And plunge into a maze of what? 

Our own existence to explain? 
Or to bereave our mournful lot? 

Now it is this, and now 'tis that — 

Neither a balm to give effect; 
Where virtue crowned in glory sat, 

A vile usurper craves respect 

Where virtue is, there reigns the soul — 
Where evil there our fancies sway — 

And our heart doth take the role 
To suit the stage on which it plays. 

We're ne'er too great, and ne'er too small — 
We're symbols of the world we bore 

That in itself holds dual right 
To show what's worth our striving for. 
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THANKSGIVING DAY. 
(1911.) 

For what shall I be thankful now, 

An outcast all alone; 
Adrift upon the sea of life, — 
Bereft of kin, of child and wife; 
By cruel fate's winds blown? 

In all my life few happy days 

And her I loved, no more, — 
Fate brought her to me one sweet day. 
Then cruelly took her away 

And left me as before. 

Shall I be thankful then for that 
Which to mine eyes revealed 
The Heaven paved with love divine, — 
The sweet devotion which was mine 
And then again concealed? 

Shall I be thankful for that fate 

Had played a prank with me, 

And having taught me happiness. 

And one to cherish, love and bless. 

And ne'er again to see? 

I shall be thankful only then 

When I shall feel again 
The sweet embrace that made life dear,- 
A love that could not disappear ; — 

An end to all my pain. 
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VENGEANCE OF SIN. 

Upon the waters of despair 

I've cast my hopes adrift. 
While something settled on my soul, — 

Something I could not lift 

The weight of all my sins had come 

Like a storm upon the sea. 
And all my hopes had foundered there 

Where all my sins should be. 

Surely somewhere there is a path 

To lead me back again? 
Surely there is some place for me 

To rest from grief and pain? 

That one small hope is floating yet 
Buoyed up by youth and health; 

The one companion I have left 
And my entire wealth. 

The tortured soul cries out in pain 

And finds an echo there 
Where the muse awak'ed from silence 

Gives language to despair. 
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SELFISHNESS. 



Wh^t tune have I not sung to scope my soul 
Within the minds that listen to its strain. 

What charm I've killed, — the flourish of all hope, 
Leaving the future to produce its gain. 

And blindly seeking rest within the brain. 
Truth hopes to quell the sighing soul within; 

But rooted whim too strengthened to be slain, 
Defles e'en truth its prevalence to win. 

Conscience prompts duty unprevailed by aught. 
Else 'tis a word scorned at by selfish will; 

Unheeded, left alone to drift until 'tis sought 
By some caprice rhyming to gloat its fill. 

All are made hungry by that pois'nous self 
And forced to sin against their fellow men ; 

All like the rich that gloat upon their pelf, — 
Those having little, gloat on what they can. 
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MAN AND WIFE. 



Whether we're right or whether we're wrong ; 
Whether we're weak or whether we're strong; 
No matter just how we are getting along 
Still we are man and wife ! 

Whether our parting bring joy or despair, — 
Our hearts are stitl warm, or they ceased to care ; 
We may live as we should, or live as we dare ; 
Still we are man and wife t 

Whether our hopes are redeemed by delight. 
Or whether they're shattered forever in plight; 
No matter what comes, to surrender or fight. 
Still we are man and wife ! 

Our whims and our fancies may lead us astray. 
And we may be fearfully sorry some day, — 
Or we may rejoice that we drifted away, — 
Still we are man and wife t 
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The life that to others brings censure and shame 
To you shall bring glory and Honor and fame, — 

As much as the love in my heart is true 
So strong is my faith and trust in you. 

God found two stray souls and He made them as one 
And fate can't destroy what the Master had done. 

My heart may have bled and revolted in pain 
But the love that is nourished could not be slain. 

The sad months of parting are casting their gloom 
While hope resurrected returns to its tomb. 

Poor is the man with no wealth at his call 
Much poorer is he, who loses it all. 



LOVE. 

Love does not come crouching within our breast 
To prey for selfish reciprocity ; 
But having shorn us of our vulgar will, 
Expounds all that is virtuous and sublime, — 
Leaving the rude to drift in wantoncy. 
While the beloved lie buried in the heart. 
Breathing the sweetness of its ardency. 
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When God your soul had fashioned in a moutd, 
He placed within, a heart of purest gold ; 
And to whatever fate He destined you, 
Your heart of love will safely bring you through. 
Courage and hope to guide o'er rougher ways, 
And your own charm to cheer the coming days ; 
For through the darkness of our misery. 
We can't the blessings of our future see; — 
Virtue and faith can all our woes defeat. 
And love alone can make our joy complete ; 
And dark forebodings are but shadows cast 
Upon a mind that suffered in the past. 
Let every morning meet us with a smile — 
The cheerful life 's the only life worth while. 
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Your ship is wrecked, — the storm not past— 
Your soul upon the billows cast, 

Seeks the immortal shore. 
The treasured hopes that you had stored, — 
The myth you cherished and adored. 
Have passed forevermore. 

Banish the mem'ries of the past, 
God's work has come to you at last ; 

Now shall your strength be tried, — 
And all the gifts that nature gave 
Shall make the master of a slave — 

The slave that would have died. 

Love, ardor, passion, — all have place 
Either in virtue or disgrace, — 

The soul alone is great. 
Take ofF the weight of mortal whim. 
Let there be light where it was dim. 
And trust to God your fate. 



THE PLOT OF FATE. 

What pranks fate plays with life that seeks compas- 
sion. 
And in the moment when all hope seems fair. 
Rends from the heart the food of soothing passion 
And jeers the mind that blunders to its snare. 

What vivid joys transpired in allusion. 
Fostered by magic of prophetic light; 
What bitter sorrows sealed, disclosed delusion : 
Tormenting pride and putting hope to flight. 

Yet hardly is the ruse of fate forgotten, 
Then straightway, blindly, we succumb again; 
True to our minds may be the lesson gotten, — 
On field of fancy though, the past ts slain. 

And once again we stake our future holdings ; 
With added vim enthuse over our lot, 
While fate unseen, its whim with us is moulding, — 
Amused to see us acting in its plot. 
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HER COMING. 

She came again and stayed awhile, — 
No passion lurked within her smile; 
Her frown put all hope to exile, — 
The woman that I loved. 

She made me silence all my yearning, — 
She raked my heart while it was burning; 
All sacred vows and duty spuming, — 
The woman that I loved. 

She knows just how my pulse is beating, — 
Whence my thoughts come and where they're fleet- 
ing; 
What all my instincts are repeating, — 
The woman that I loved. 



THE DREAMING GENIUS. 

Dreams dreamed a dreamer with ambition o'erfed — 

Nightmares of glory upon a restless bed. 

Wrote a wonderful story — sang a beautiful song, — 

He painted a picture 'twas joy to behold : 

He moulded a statue with most perfect art, — 

Wrote masterful poems that came from the heart; — 

He paid every tribute commanded by fame 

And filled up his purse and he extolled his name; 

But alas, when the dope of his ego was spent, 

He awoke stripped of all but his loose sentiment. 
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A CHANCE MEETING. 

Two souls outgeneraled by fate 
Had met, alas ! when it was too late — 
The shafts that should have found their goal 
Straight to the heart of either soul, — 
One, recklessly its aim misspent — 
A wound within one's conscience rent. 
Time knows how much a sore heart feels — 
But wounded conscience never heals. 



GOD'S LAW OF LOVE. 

There is a sacred taw of God that lives within our 
soul; 

It is revealed to us through love that knows no other 
goal 

Than in obedience to His will, to shun the common 
ties — 

A love that in its strength alone, all social laws de- 
fies. 

Who is so base with selfish lust to stand within 
God's way? 

And who so base to yield to him and God's law dis- 
obey? 

Oh, who so weak and blind that would not to their 
soul respond 

And blight the sacredness of love to save a social 
bond? 
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THE MEETING. 

A Wanderer, weary and depressed from toil, 
Leaving behind the fetters that (^pressed. 

Went forth to seek from fate some soothing spoil, — 
Something he loi^ed for but had ne'er possessed. 

With memories brimful of decrepit thought. 
The way seemed gloomy, with no hope in view ; 

But youth, grown heedless of what grief had taught, 
Rei^anbed new bi^>e where the deaid' hope grew. 

Onward he hastened, praying 1^ the way 

For light that blended with his soul's desire; 

With ghost of past as sentry all the day. 
To stir within the heart the raging fire. 

Then came a thought in guise of wisdom and said, — 
"Wouldst have thy soul' in nobler manhood dressed ?" 

'"nierefore these many years thy heart hath bled ; — 
He lacks real j<^ who had not been oppressed." 

So he trod on, until by chance one day, 
Ano^er soul like his came wandering by ; 

And like a flash the soul-emttting ray 
Illumined hope that in the shadow lie. 

'T was useless to heed custom, but sufhce 
That both were seeking the same path and goal; 

Love gripped them like two slawes, — no sacrifice 
Could match the justice of their craving soul. 



ECHOES OF THOUGHT. 



I look into the night and watch the rain a falling, — 
The glitter of the lights upon the flooded street ; 
While my soul hears a soft, sweet voice, ardently- 
calling, 
Come to my heart, my own, out of your lone re- 
treat. 

And my soul sends her back a message full of prayer 
For that which in our hearts had grown so preva- 
lent; 
Rousing the flame of love to ecstasy so rare 
That mortal mind could not conceive what God 
had meant. 

The ever fond diversion of the mortal query, — 

Wherefore the world and life of drudgery and 
woe? 
The tiresome repetition of the same old story, 
To feed on bloated whim and tread on those be- 
low. 



Wherefore, indeed, shall we retard the whiraof pas- 
sion, — 

Revealing to our conscience finer harmony? 
And why give up the pride and glory of possession — 

Why break those links that bind us to society? 



t, Google 



Yet in the quiet gloomy moments of reflection. 
There comes a whisp'ring voice from some un- 
known sphere; 
And though it tills our hearts with pain and deep 
dejection, 
Reveals the blemish on the things we hold most 
dear. 

Our inclinations are so base when unrestricted, 
That we created Him who once created us; 

A proof in mind that to ourselves we stand con- 
victed — 
Therefore the chain of custom makes a slave of us. 

To break the chain needs not great strength, or 
wealth, or valor; 
It needs but love, and faith, and wisdom unre- 
strained ; 
When God grants us that, then dim grows mortal 
glamor. 
And in our love alone the joy and freedom's 
gained. 



135 

fbyGoOQic 



NATURE'S LESSON. 



The shades of night, the bull frogs call,- 

The moonlight shining over all. 

Have caught my muse within their fold, 

To share with them the tale untold. 

To teach to me sweet nature's creed, — 

My own salvation and my need ; 

To weed out mem'ries of despair 

Upon the soil that hope should bear; 

To cast aside the yoke of past 

And grip the love that fate had cast — 

And from its mould to shape a goal 

Long sought and cherished by the soul. 

To guard the future with a care 

Of one who sought a treasure there — 

A treasure that no gold could buy. 

Wisdom reveal, or strength destroy. 
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DEPARTURE. 

Another ray of sunshine past — 
Another load of shadows cast 
Upon the soul so long oppressed; — 
A budding hope destroyed. 

To what can all my faith atone 
When I'm forsaken and alone. 
While my heart's changing to a stone 
To shield me from cruel fate. 

Within the echo of my sighs 
A trail of sweetest mem'ries lies, — 
A remnant of the social ties 
I mockingly abused. 

Yet not a tie that did not rent 
And force my heart to rage give vent, 
'Till all the anguish had been spent 
In iron to my will. 

Shall I not feel a love's caress? 
Shall I not one true heart possess? 
Or doomed to infinite distress, 
Must I plod on and wait? 

What ecstacy can true love bring 
When poisoned by fate's cruel sting? 
It finds seclusion trembling 
In enemy's domain. 
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I'm left alone, but God knows I 
Shall fight my battles till I die, 
Without a tear, without a sigh, — 
Defiance in my soul. 

What woes may come, my smile shall greet; 
What fate may tempt, my will shall meet 
And lay temptation at my feet 
For me to trample on. 

The only glory I shall feel 
Shall be the virtue that is real, — 
A freedom naught but death could seal 
And joy to those I love. 
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CAST OF CHARACTERS. 

KING LOVE King of Lovetand 

QUEEN VIRTUE Queen of LoveUnd 

PASSION Jester to King Love 

HONOR, A Knight of Loveland 

REASON, A hunter; son of Wisdom 

JOY, A maiden from Lawland 

VANITY A maiden from Lawland 

SELFISHNESS, Citizen of Uwland 

WISDOM, An old guide 

KING LAW King of Lawland 

QUEEN CUSTOM Queen of Lawland 

PRINCE MARRIAGE, Their son 

JEALOUSY Citizen of Uwland 

WEALTH Citizen of Lawland 

DUTY, CUNNING, ANXIETY, CURIOSITY, R& 

UGION, DIVORCE, PUNISHMENT, Attached to 

King Law. 
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ACT I, SCENE I. 

Scene showing a glade in LoveUnd: gate and castle 
balcony. Visible King Love ajid Queen Virtue. A dis- 
tant song is heard : — 

We come, we come; to Love we come 

And everlasting pleasure ! 

To Love we come, to Love we come 

To share with him his treasure! 

To Love, to Love we come I 
King Love — 

"What Lawland chant is that? 

Whence come this horde of revelers?" 
Queen Virtue — 

"They come from Lawland, dost not hear 

The melody fraught with vain desire 

To share the tdessings of our land? 

Pray let them oMne, and bless the souls 

That to our wealth aspire," 
King Love — 

"Nay, nay! lest old Wisdom guide them here 

I cannot harbor them, — hail Passion ho!" 
(Passion appears) 

"Go, see who guides these peo[de here!" 
(FassicHi disappears and returns) 
Passion — 

"They're the young flock from Lawland 

And Reason, Wisdom's son is guiding them." 
King Love— {To Queen) 

"Let us retire then, — 

Wisdom alone I gave the right to bring 

Such people here." (To Passion) 

"Tell them to turn their steps 

And seek old wisdom for a guide." 

(King and queen retire) 
(King lays aside his cloak and crown) 



Passion — 

"Nay, not so! what knows this driUde lot? 
I shall be Idngl (puts on the king's raiment) 
And none of these ^lall know Passion disguised." 
(Al! come in led by Reason) 
Reason — 

"Hail, O King! we greet thee all; 

thou dispenser of sweet hopes I 
We heard that in this land alone, 
All happiness abides. 

Our land has crowded us with ai^uish 
And we have mastered strength 
To carry us o'er precipice and ford. 
Unto this pnnnised land. 
Now we are here, and! beg for dispensation 
Of that wealth which we come to seek. 
Turn not away; for we have prayed and labored 
Night and day, to reach this land: turn not away!" 
Passion — 
"And I shall not! Unbridle all your cares; — 

1 shall reveal to you the cherished hopes. 
You nursed in vain in Lawland ; come ye here, 

(Calls Reason and Vanity and joins their hands; im- 
mediately they embrace and kiss.) 

Reason — 

"CMi, what power is this, — what gentle spirit 

With ecstasy and bliss pervades my body? 

Vanity my fair, what charms thou hath! 

What lustrous ^es, what h^r! 

The touch of Love hath bound my heart to thee — 

Abide with me forever in this land. 

Vanity — 
"Aye, Reason, I too feel the thrill of ecstasy ; — 
What blessed power this, that could transform 
My nature so. Ill follow thee and bide 
WTierever thou may choose to go or stay. 
I'm thine forever. Reason, hold me close." 
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(While they converse, JOY is seen picking flowers and 
skipping after butterflies; guardedly watched by 
Selfishness, who having noted the result of Passion's 
touch, approaches Passion and addresses him.) 

SelHshness — 
"Great king, the miracle thou'st done. 
Saps my allegiance to my native king; 
And if thou wouldst, so far thy power. 
Could a poor, humble slave transform 
To such a charm as I have witnesses here, 
Mate me to yonder elf that skips about, 
Evasive of tiiese miracles." (Points to Joy.) 

Passion — 

"This I will do." 

(Leads Selfishness over to Joy and joins their hands, — 

with the same result.) 

(Joy skips about and makes much of Selfishness.) 

Selfishness (sings.) 

"I foster hope and dwell everywhere within the hu- 
man heart; 
They may jeer me or cheer me, paint me or smear me, 
Still I play their leading parts. 
I weigh their cares, and take all the blame 
For shortage or excess: 
But diide me or hide me, free me or bind me, 
It's me tfiey seek to bless. 

CHORUS 
I fill their hearts with emotion ; 
I fill their minds with care: 
Wherever they go, they always know 
I'm with them everywhere. 
Ilieir only elation is the sensation 
Which I can only bestow. 
They openly strike me, but secretly like me, — 
The mortals of Vanity Fair." 
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(As Srffishness sings, Passion goes about joining hands, 
with always the same results.) 

Passion — 

"Those I have mated now, w4iich of you two, 
Would parted be"? 

All— 
"Not we!" 

Reason — 
"Brand our allegiance to thee as thou wilt, — 
The hardest tasks our bodies will endure ; 
But do not shrive us of this blessedness." 

Passion — 
'"Tis well then, since you cherish this, 
The land of hope and love and Uiss, 
Not then can you make this your home, 
Until you had returned to Lawland, where 
Prince Marriage, who, the offspring of your king. 
Claims your allegiance first, and 'tis his rule 
Thai those who mate, must to his will give up 
Their freedom for blessed slavery 
Such as you offered unto me, and then 
As taktn oi his power, you must wear 
A golden cfrflar whidi will tie your bond 
And so, keep you in blessed union for ay." 

Reason — 

"But without you, we cannot feel the same." 

Passion — 

"I shall go with you, and bide with you awhile, 
Until the sacred bond has been performed. 
Then lead you back to this, my land, 
To end your happy days in peace with me," 

All— 
"Most noble king I" 
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Recaotu {rings) 
"O, king I you fill our hearts with sunshine and with 

prayer ; 
Hearts that had nourished nought but darkness and 

despair : 
Where weeds had swarmed and thorns and brambles 

grew 
You've planted roses with one breath, and drew 
The aching growth and cause of all our ixiin. 
Till nought but what is of thy kingdom doth remain." 

CHORUS 
Happy are we, happy are we! 
As happy as any mortal can be. 
In Loveland at last, to bury our past I 
As happy, as happy can be! 
In Loveland at last, to bury our past ! 
How ha[^y, how haj^y are we !" 
{All retire singing.) 



ACT II, SCENE I. 
Scene of Lawlaiid : A cluster of rude huts upon a field 
Covered with weeds. View: Balcony of the castle of 
King Law, Discovered — King Law, Queen Custom and 
tjheir son Marriage. The queen is sitting fondling her 
son. 

Mmriage — ■ 
"What fault is there dear mother, in my power. 
That brings dissatisfaction to my slaves? 
See, how they fight, or ravage wantonly; 
Within their hearts, unfaiSiful to their bond; 
As if the blessing that I gladly give. 
Hath turned' their mind to curse me, and I fed 
The yt^e upon me of duress and diame. 
What reckless spirit could I coax perchance. 
To sap the sad depression from their hearts?" 
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Cust<»n — 

"It ever has been so, and so remains, 
Ever since I gave birth to you my son ; 
As for their restlessness, thou must disdain ; 
Not thou who seekest them, they come to thee 
And beg^ng, willingly be«xime thy slaves; 
And for thy sake, thy father bound their necks 
With golden collars, which are locked secure, — " 
"Divorce alone, entrusted' witJi the key ; 
Which he will use only when king commands, — 
In favor of some few, who won king's grace." 

Marriage — 
"Yet mother, tliot^h they eagerly come to me, 
But soon relent, — their collars seem to ch(Jce, 
And, oh how glad they would again be free I 
As for the king, only the friends of wealth 
Can claim the privilege their bonds imtie. 
What favor to my father hath wealth done 
To usurp such power o'er the rest?" 

Custom — 
"It must be so, for sb it's ever been ; 
Let all these matters be, and do not doubt 
The justice of thy father,— here comes Wealth." 
(Enter Wealth) 

(The king and queen rise up to greet him and wine is 
served.) 

King Loaf — 

"Most welcome, noble Wealth to our hearth ! 
What fortune brings thee here?" 

Weallh— 
"'Tis but ill fortune, king; I come to thee 
For the protection thou'st power to give, — 
For see on yonder fields the houses which 
I own, and all the mills, as well as all 
The cattie and the sheep, and for all this, 
I pay into thy coffers goodly sums; 
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But now it seems, one, Poverty by name. 
Whom I permit to live within those homes. 
And labor in my mills to buy him food; 
He, most ungrateful, has proclaimed to me 
A loud defiance to the wage I pay; 
And left the mills aod would not rental pay." 

King Lam — 
"What! is this true? Hail Punishment, come herel 
Go follow Wealth and find this Poverty, 
And use thy whip until he cries for peace; — 
None shall offend the dignity of Law, — 
A citizen so noWe as thou. Wealth, 
Must not be harassed by so low a kin 
As Poverty. So fare thee well, good Wealth 1" 
(Wealth and Punishment retire.) 
(Distant voices are heard singing.) 
By Love we are guided, to Laiwland returning ; 
To Marriage, Prince Marriage, with hearts that are 

burning : 
His bonds we shall clii^ to and ohensh forever, 
And the bliss that Love promised! shall ever remain. 

Marriage— 

"The song, how well I know it; whoe'er comes, 
'Tis Passion guiding them, for only he 
G>uld fill a heart with such a melody." 

Custom — 
"Prepare thyself my son if tiiat be true. 
For they come to pay homage unto thee. 
And surely, see how glad they seem to be," 

Marriage— 
"Nay not for me, were I alone, without 
The magic touch of Passion as my aid, 
Not one of these that come, would sing my praise ; 
'Tis Passion tunes their songs to such a key." 

(Enter Passion leading Reason, Vanity, Joy Selfi^- 
ness, etc.) 
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Passion — (aside) 

"Treat me as King Love." 

"Hail noble King and Queen and noWe Prince!" 
King Law— 

"Most royal welcome to our land to thee; 

What sacred gifts to Marriage hast thou brought ?' 
Passion — 

"There they be, the offsprings of thy land 

That come to me to soothe awa.y their cares; 

I raised their hopes and made them understand 

Their first allegiance to Prince Marriage, — 

"So prepare the sacred collars ; 

And I will bide with them until they're bound. 

Then, with thy leave, I will return with them." 
(Winks at the king) (Sings) 

In palace hall or poor man's hut, 

To every pleasure I add fire ; 

Wherever lurks a truant thought, 

I fill it with a strong desire. 

Where wanton fancy stirs the mind. 

My secret power may be found; 

I guide the lust of all mankind 

And raise live hopes where dead abound. 

CHORUS 
The Kings have hearkened to my call; 
I made fools rise and wise men fall : 
They hastened to me, one and all. 
To bow before my majesty. 
The fools that were and fools that be. 
They c<Mne, they come, they come to me ; 
To me, to me, to me!" 

(Enter Religion carryii^ gold collars.) 
Passion — 
"Now shall the sacred bonds be filled ; 
Come hither all." 

(Leads them toward Marriage.) 
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Marriage — 

"Ye shall now all be blessed, come Religion 
Place my gold collars securely on the necks of these. 
That they may know and ever feel my bcoid. 
And so securely lock that none but King himself 
Can (^n, and Divorce can keep the key." 

(Collars are placed by Religion, and all seem to be happy 
and admire them. The key is given to Divorce.) 

Passion — 
"Now it is done no longer shall you nee(t 
To seek for happiness, for in this bond 
Is happiness assured, be 1<^1 then 
Unto your master, and you'll find that he 
Will cast no shadow on your slavery." 

(Enter Jealousy unobserved and introduces himself to 
diem.) 

Jeatousy — 

"Reason beh(rfd how Vanity plays truant with her 

eyes; 
Ah, Sdfishness, how Uessed you must feel 
With Joy as mate, but lot^ how well she smiles 
To Reason, think of it Ah, Vanity, 
Thou fairest of the fair, behold what's there. 
Your Reason courting Joy beware, beware ! 
Ah, there sweet Joy so Wessedly alert. 
Hast heard that Selfishness was wont to flirt?" 

(As Passion comes near them. Jealousy walks away and 
they again unite.) 

Vanity — {sings.) 
"All the men bow down before me, 
Tis my charm, 'tis my rfiarmi 
If they worship form or beauty, 
And prefer my kiss to duty, 
Where's the harm, where's the harm? 
They crown me with admiration, — 
'Tis my charm, 'tis my charm I 
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Griefs that duty could not banish, 
My caresses make them vanish, — 
Where's the harm, where's the hann?" 

CHORUS 
Where's the harm if wine flows freely; 
Where's the harm now tell me really? 
And gay music's in the air 
Just to drive away one's care, — 
Where's the harm, where's the harm? 
For a sweet smile all men languish. 
Though they come for it with anguish; 
But I always do my best, 
When they leave me they feel blest ; — 
Where's the harm, where's the harm?" 
Reason — (To Passion.) 

"Who is that man? I hate his manners so^ 

He wriggles like a snake, — Jealousy, ay t 

I would we were back in Lovetand. 

And wliy this change ? I feel not here as there. 

Why is alt this? I cannot think as well. 
(Enter Wisdom.) (Reason rushes to him and they 

embrace.) (Vanity approaches to them slowly.) 

Father, behold my bride, fair Vanity ; 

Is she not beautiful to look upon?" 
Wisdom — 

"Aye, aye, my son, what rashness made thee slave; 

Wherefore so soon the golden collar wear, 

Who tempted thee, what evil power wrought 

This careless conduct, who, my son, is he?" 
Passion — 

"Nay, father, 'twas King Love himself that did this ; 

Behcdd, he is there now — " 
Wisdom — 

"King Love (faces Passion.) 

So Passion, in thy master's crown, 
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Thou hast traduced ray so» to slavery; 
Cursed be thy treachery, thou knave ! 
Behold, good peo[Je, who had faith in this, — 
Hb's but a foot in Loveland's court, 
Who in disguise hath played the role of king, 
And brought you here to serve as slaves. 
Too late to seek Love's golden shore; 
Too late to txLsk in hope of happiness : 
Make merry with your lot fair Vanity, 
But Reason shall go with me back again 
Upon the road side where in peace we dwelt. 
And 'spite his collar, he shall yet be free. 
(Sings.) 
Lawland, where Custom hc^ds the reign 
And Marriage revels in the hearts he pains ; 
Where cruel King Law his iron hand displays. 
And crushes freedom where his hand he lays: 
Where strength and cunning buUy all the throng. 
And the poor weak made victims of the strong ; — 
The foul combine of power, lust and greed. 
Make up the biUe of the Lawland creed. 

CHORUS 
I come here to be free of the lust and the shame ; 
I come here to meet Love, to meet Honor and 

Fame; — 
I want something to cherish and keep as a goal, — 
I ask for the lovelight to enter my soul." 
(E^it Wisdom and Reason.) 

Vamty — 
"Since Passion is not Love, his power had 
Brought happiness, what matters more than that? 
That which is pleasant shall my watchword be, 
And since my Reason cannot stay with me, 
I too shall go and I shall too be free." (Exit.) 
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SelHshnest — 
"As for me, why, Joy can bring me pleasure, 
And she will stay with me as she is bound ; 
And live with me in Lawland, as befits, 
And I'll procure for her a guardian, 
Old nurse called Duty, wiho'll watdi carefully ; 
Nay, never wiU I part from Joy, the collar 
Well becomes her, and fits me charmingly. 
Come Duty here, bring Joy to me — she's there, 
{Duty goes after Joy who follows her reluctantly.) . 

Joy — 

"Deceitful fate, what bitterness is this ? 
The Lawland grief is called in Loveland bliss ; 
Come Duty, I have thee at least to cling to now 
That all my hopes are fled. Cc«ne Duty." 
(Exit Joy, Selfishness and Duty.) 

(Vanity mixes with the crowd and sadly they all leave.) 

ACT III. 
Scene on the road to Loveland, Wisdom's hut; Reason 
discovered on the bench brooding. Reason singing. 
"I wonder what is better, to be wise as father 
And reject the worldly gifts that tempt me so, 
Or blindly wade into the field of folly 
And reap the fruit our selfish instincts sow ; 
Whether to banish the lust of keen desire. 
And to retrace the steps that goad us on, 
Or foster passion with a stronger fire 
And challenge fate until the race is won ? 

CHORUS 
Where others go I do not know ; 
How others fare I do not care; 
Wihate'er I hear, whate'er I see, 
Whether I touch or let it be; 
Out of it all and at my call 
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Some spirit shall come unto me 
And set me free, and set me free. 
From misery, from misery." 

(Wisdc»n appears andi^i^;;^ in answer.) 

Wisdom'— 
"Nay, nay my son, go not to seek for pleasure, 
'Tis a delusion of a sickly mind ; 
In work and knowledge lies alone the treasure 
Which hopelessly thou'rt seeking now to find. 
The lustre of gaiety, lured by passion. 
Your vainer self alone can be made slave; 
Assert thy strength, — thy soul deserves (x>mpassi(»i — 
Where others fail, the battle you must brave." 

Reason — 
"But who conies yonder plodiding wearily? 
A maiden fair who might have lost her way ; 
I'll hasten to her, father, and perchance 
Guide her ar^ht to whither she may go." 

IVisdom — 
"If this your motive, hasten by all means, 
But if some, fouler thought «iter thy mind, 
Some unbefitting lust or wanton whim, 
Then let her be, tmless my son you seek 
To burden conscience with a greater load." 

Reason — 

"Nay, father, all my baser thoughts were left 

In Lawland, I go to meet this stranger 

With purest thought alone, — I will return." 
(Enter Reason guiding J(^ — he sits her on the bench 
and brit^ her water.) 

"Whither, sweet stranger, plodding all alone? 

What happy goal doth tax thy strength? 

Bide here awhile, have nourishment with us ; 

Thy journey, stranger, will seem lighter then." 
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"Ah, thou art Reason! I remember well. 
Though many, many years stand in the way ; 
But thtm dost iH>t remember me, I'm Joy. 
Reas(ni, what hast thou done with Viuiity? 
HjOw fares thy collar, does it press like mine? 
Have these few years so hardened memory. 
That ycni've forgotten Joy, that once like thou 
Was lured by Passion to a sacred vow. 
And bound to Selfishness, slave to Marriage? 
And now this collar's grown to hurt me so. 
That I took but a mc»nent unobserved 
By Selfishness and Duty, 'gain to seek 
The promised shores of Lovcland, ctwne what may. 
Remember, Reason, that mctst glorious day, 
The flowers, sunshine and the butterflies ; 
The land so beautiful, that I have pined 
These many years to reach it once again 
And see the King of Loveland, the real king ; — 
Who knows, perchance he will admit me now? 
I seek to purify my heart and soul." 

Reason — 

"My very inner thoughts hast thou divulged ; 
I too have [nned for Loveland, silently. 
Telling even my father nought about, 
Keepii^ the secret sacred to myself ; 
But now that- from the shadow of dim past, 
Thou'st come like a vision to remind 
Of that sweet distant land where first we met. 
Fate keeping us apart, while Passion linked 
Me to Vanity and thee to Selfishness, — 
Let us retrieve the sad mistake, and 'spite 
These collairs, in ddtanc« of King Law, 
Together seek the gates of Loveland, and 
Once there, let fate again decide for us; — 
Come, take my hand sweet Joy and follow me." 
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Joy — 
"Yes, Reas«), I will go if thou wilt lead, — 
My life's like thine; wiiate'er I feel you know; 
Let fortune sow and Loveland reap the seed, — 
My prayers and your strength is all we need." (Exit) 

ACT III, Scene II. 

(Same as Act I. Loveland.) 

(Discovered King Love, Queen Virtue, Honor and 

others). 
King Love — {aings.) 

"I'm the king in the hearts of all men; 
I inspire their faith in a God: 
Where the mocm sets her beams 
On the still water streams. 
Or the sun in his splendor arrayed. 
To sweet flowers gave breath 
And to sorrow gave death, — 
"T was my spirit he shed in the light; 
The light that had swept 
All the shadows that crept, 
And filled all the hearts with delight. 
CHORUS 
For I am the king in the hearts of all' men, 
The hearts that are kin to the soul ; 
The hearts that have we^ and the hearts that have 

slept. 
Dried their tears and awaked at my call. 
(AH exit except Virtue and Honor.) 
{Honor is seen plucking flowers which he gives to 

Virtue.) 
Hkmor— 

"The beauty of these roses is half seen 
When scattered languidly upon the field. 
And when you wear liiem pinned upcm your breast, 
Th^'re glorified to visicrti, and reveal 
Sweet nature's spirit in them undi^:uised." 
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Virtue— 
"Thou flatterer, thy loyalty alone, 
Effaces dbubt as to thy chivalry ; — 
Lock there is some one entering the gate! 
And, Hkmor, see how tired they seem to be. 

(Joy and Reason c^>proa£h them.) 
Who are you two whait fate had brought you here?" 

Reaffon — 
"The fate that brings all here that crave 
To find redemption from the curse of woe; 
We are from Lawland and slaves to Marriage, 
Chc*ed by these golden collars that we wear ; — 
Some years ago we came here unsuspecting — 
A ruse to rob us of oiir liberty. 
We met here Passion, since we learned the jester 
Who met us here disguised in King Love's crown. 
And posed upon our ign'rance as the king. 
And we in glad profusion at his magic touch. 
Humored his jest, and suffered ever since; 
But now fair queen, itpon our knees we b^ thee 
To bring us to the king and seal our fate." 

Virtue— 
"And what says Honor? Shall I grant their i^ea?" 

Ifonor— I ] 

"I know not queen, — and yet I can't say nay ; 
Bring them before the king and let him say." 
(The king appears and diey all ^iproach him.) 

King Love — 

"Whom have you here, have you well considered ? 
Between you, you should know whom to admit." 

Virtue — 

"Bless them, my lord, long have they suffered. 
And in thy name, beguiled to all their woe ; 
Redteem the jest of Passion with thy blessing. 
For I and Honor wouid not let them go." 



Honor — 

"Ay, Wess them, king, I vouch for their faith ; 
And I diaJl i^ard and guide them in this land : 
And soon they will the truth of LoveUnd's speech 
Take to their hearts and understand." 

Reason — {sings) 

"King Love, we hail thee in our hearts and soul, — 
We've tramped o'er mountains just to reach this goal ; 
And now we're here we want to see 
The beautiful creation of your majesty. 
We want to know why when the heart is pining. 
Our thoughts in gloom no ray of hope divining, 
That all delist aimes through the light 
That revels cm this mountain side. 

CHORUS 
The sweet anticipation that keeps our mind in sweet 
elation. 

We feel and yet we cannot understand : 
And we come here to seek it, and we are here to 
speak it, — 

To let us share the glory of your land." 
King Love — 
"Come hither Reason, with two such friends 
As Honor and the queen, I too must join; 
Thus are you two thrice blest, and here 
Ye tarry full at your will, for we 
Have not the bonds that bind, you're free. 
Some come, some go ; but those that tarry here 
Would never go, and those that sometimes go. 
Forever languish to return again. 
We are not harsh, — we give you perfect leave. 
And teach you to rejoice and to forget 
The links and bonds that of the past remind; 
And everything that happened ere we met." 
(Joy and Rea«>n embrace.) 
156 ,^ I 



Joy— (sings.) 
"1 am Joy, Joy, Joy I Uess«d Joy I 
I frolic and rollic and am never annoyed ; 
Where the flowers are Hooming' and butterflies roam 
The land kissed by sunshine which I call my home : 
If your heart is pure, come there and find me ; 
Bring faith and glad hope and leave sorrow behind 

thee,— 
Come and join me if you can. 

CHORUS 
I am Joy, I am Joy, purest gold, not alloy; 
What matters to me if it's day or nigirt. 
So the sun doth shine and the jstars are bright, 
And the hearts that I toudi shall be filled with 

delight. 
For I'm Joy, Joy, Joy I" 
King Love — 
"HJo, Passitm bring forth the nectar vintage, — 
The wine shall flow in celebration here." 
(Reason and Joy kx^ up at Passion as he appears but 
lesion turns his face away ashamed. Joy nestles 
dofier to Reason as they bring in the wine. Passion 
pours out the wine, all the time with head averted. 
Reason and Joy pretend they do not notice him.) 
Virtue— 
"Enougii wine; Passion you can retire: 
We too may go and leave them here in peace. 
The wine has done its work, see their eyes close ; 
Leave them to rest and dream away their past" 
(AH exit, leaving Reason and Joy asleep in each others 
arms. Curiosity Mid Anxiety sneak in through the 
gate ajid awake Joy, and whisper to her.) 
Joy — 
"Why are you here, begone I begone ; nay — stay ; 
Take message for me unto Selfishness, — 
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Tell him I wtMiId know bow he fares now ; 
That I am not with him, let him send word 
That he is well, thaf s all I wish to know." 

(Exit Anxiety and Curiosity.) 
What have I done! Have I (kme rigitt? Perhaps 
I should have awakened Reason? yet better so, — 
He would reproach me, — it is better so." 
(Falls asleep again.) 

( Selfishness, Jealousy, Cunning and Duty zppat 
through the gate. As Selfishness tries to oome 
through. Honor comes out.) 
Honor — 

"Who is that sneaking like a thief, why fear 

To knock and be admitted like the rest ? 

Ah, Selfishness ! 'tis thou, I might have known ; — 

Knowing we want thee not, you creep about 

To find admittance here like a sneak thief. 

There's Cunning too, and Jealousy ; 

A fitting company, and that old nurse 

Miscalled Duty, what would ye here ? Speak op ; — 

You cannot enter here. Duty alone 

May speak to Joy, I'll let her in." 

(As Honor opens the gate, Selfishness knocks him down, 
and they all rush in and grab Joy and carry her 
away.) 

SelHshness — 
"I want what's mine by law, my only king. 
And what I want I get; I wanted Joy 
And got her and will keep her, keep her safe. 
Secure beneath the watch of Duty, and 
With my friends' help, I shall devise a plan 
That Reason could not come to guide her back." 

(As they get outsidte of the gates, Reason awakens.) 

Reason — ■ 

"Joy! Joy! where art thou Joy! 

(Sees them leading her away and rushes after them, 
but Honor holds him back.) 
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Oh, ]oy, come back, come back, come back to me I 
Oh, Honor, let me go and save her from 
The everlasting curse of La-wland, and 
The unchaste dutch of yonder Selfishness ; 
I still have time, pray let me got Father I" 
(Wisdom enters.) 

JVisdcmt — 
"My son, I heard thy call, I was near by ; 
Honor is right to keep thee here, for when 
Thy wrath becomes thy master, it is meet 
For Honor and myself to master wrath 
Joy will come bock if only she could break 
The chain which Selfishness will newly litik; 
Meanwhile come with me to the land of hope, 
Where Joy you'll find in spirit roaming 'round. 
'T was fate's decree my son, surrender then 
The prize you won in lottery of life; 
Who knows what fate has yet in sttwe for you?" 
(King and queen appear.) 

King Love— 

"Where has Jc^ gone, and what has happened here? " 
Reason— 

"Joy's gone and gone perhaps forever, king. 

If thou hast power, bring her back to me. 

Thou, Hionor, wilt thou help, — and father too? 

You all should help me, — why don't you reply?" 
IVisiom — 

"We are now at peace with King of Lawland 

And cannot on his rights and will transgress ; 

We shun his power, yet we must obey it, — 

Joy in his land belongs to Selfishness. 

Come with me son and learn how to forget." 

Hkmor — 

"Forget Joy, Reason, that is best, forget." 
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Virtue— 
"Give up Ay life to foster human needs." 

King Love — 
"Hope Reascm, bc^iel I shall still be with thee, — 
Joy too, in spirit, in the land of hope." 

Reason — 
"Of all the ties that ever bound me, 
Most sacred was with Joy upon this land ; 
And now, she's gone again to languish, — 
Why, why my friends, pray let me understand? 
This spot my memory shall worship; 
Ye are all worlJiy, beautiful and great, 
But when it comes to moulding nature, 
Ye become plaster in the hands of fate." 

(Sings) 
"Drifting on, drifting on, on the waves of time. 
On some shore of space, in some sweeter clime 
I will wait for thee. 

Wliere no mortal hope, made of mortal clay 
Could endure the strain of the weary way, — ■ 
Where our souls alone, borne on wings of love, 
Will find heaven there and be free to rove, — 
I will wait for thee. 

Let fate chide us now with its cruel sting; 
Bitter pain inflict in our hearts that cling; 
Yet the wound she gave, and the pain we bore. 
Shall be washed away on that blessed ^lore 
Where Vlt wait for thee. 
And the sighs we spent, and the tears we ^ed 
For the joys we shared with the hope that's dead. 
Shall atonement find in that distant goal — 
Resurrect the hope and awake the soul, — 
Where I'll wait for thee. 

Drifting on, drifting on, on the clouds of scorn, — 
To the land of Love shall our souls be borne, — 
There HI wait for Aee." 
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LONELINESS. 

My loodiness awakes the muse 
Over its mis'ry to enthuse, 
And gives to memory free wingf 
From buried past its echo bring; 
While all the pleasures that I knew. 
Passed by ui^ainly in my view, — 
Just like acquaintance, not life friends 
That the soul harbours and defends, 
But something that we had to know 
And, laving learned, had let it go. 
And now 'midst strangers, every day 
The same old story comes my way, — 
The story loneliness begets 
And the mind nurses and regrets; — 
A story I have so oft heard, 
That I have learned it word by word ; — 
It is fate's whim to tease me so, 
Aiul follow me where'er I go ; 
In bed too, 't would not leave be 
Till slumber come to rescue me. 
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LOVER'S MUSINGS. 

Awake again my muse of love — 
Thy restless strengfth once more to prove; 
Keep vigil o'er my heart again, 
And sooth its sorrow and its pain. 
Prompted by all that makes life dear, 
Echoes of scorn thou durst not fear ; 
Where custom spreads her luring bed, 
Thou falter not, but go ahead 
To climes where none have trod as yet — 
A sphere where one cannot forget 
His sacred duties and his God, 
But going oe'r the steps once trod, 
fieholds "the beauties and then tries 
To check the oft repeated sighs 
That mock his hope of glory fair 
And leave him gasping in despair. 
What is thy sin, oh lover true! 
That hopeless shadows follow you. 
And every trick of social art 
Bunes its fangs within thy heart? 
Yet not like Lucifer you stand — 
Your soul is left to give command. 
And hope giv'n o'er to time's fond care, 
You still have life itself to bear, — 
And with your brain in constant whirl 
Some hidden knowledge to unfurl. 
You still, despite your loss so dear. 
Have something to console you here. 
Should I again pour forth a strain 
Breathing the torture of my pain? 
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No ! No ! Why should I thus repeat 
The lines that once had been reptete 
With every vesture of my thought 
And every pang that love had brought? 
Can I conceal? What have I more, 
That had not felt my pen before? 
'Tis but to write because I feel 
A longing through my heartstrings steal — 
A longing which I could not quell, 
And not indulge, and not dispel; 
It clings despite all efforts made 
To please where custom can persuade. 
Defiant of all social law. 
It wants its own and nothing more. 

Oh! Tireless Heart! Could I but know 
A way to quell thy ceaseless woe; 
For every pang thou dost receive 
My very life blood I would give ! 
But God wills so, and God is fate — 
He bid us suffer, hope and wait; — 
We are not prophets to predict. 
And cannot unseen shores depict; 
And with delusions by the score. 
Who knows what future has in store? 
Life cradles hope within itself. 
And he who finds within himself 
A longing which no hope doth fill. 
Must firm the soul to match the ill; 
And from his spirit gain his power 
To hope and hope until the hour 
When every breath of life is gone. 
And, if God's work in him is done, 
To grace his burial couch in peace, 
With soul in joy of fond release ; 
His parting blessings pving o'er 
To those he loved and suffered for. 
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How we for^t in musing thus. 

What thrills and grieves and tortures us ;- 

'Tis a relief indeed to find 

Some consolation in the mind. 

Reason with all its ruffled cares. 

Buoyant on scorn its glory bears; 

And though plays hollow in our heart, 

Of its salvation makes a part; 

And when ideas drift too far. 

Reason forbids the unknown shore; 

Thus giving life its constant guard — 

Keeping it cherished and unmarred. . 

But who to reason pves full play, 

When one's each whim is in array 

To battle for its unjust cause — 

Defiant of all moral laws? 

Ah true it 'is, we are but men — 

At most can do what best we can; 

When reason fails ,what can we do? 

We're Gods and yet we're mortals too,— 

And God within us disobeyed. 

Makes our mortality displayed. 

Oh, Love and Reason I play me fair — 
I bear no malice to despair; 
Chide me with all your stinging blows. 
But give me a vision, which allows 
A little peep into some nook 
Where none but I may deign to look; 
Lightened by just one modest ray 
Which by its glimmer will display 
My hope in all her splendor rise 
With sparking lovelight in her eyes. 
Unto her heart to clasp her own — 
Who lived and grieved for her alone. 
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THE FLIGHT OF ILLUSIONS. 

Oh, what calm and peace there come over my soul. 
Like a prize I had sought and had won ; 

'S if the moment of joy were the end of my goal. 
And g:lory that crowns the good deeds I had done. 

What sweet consolation doth conscience sustain 
Undaunted or trespassed by selfish abuse; 

And patience that teaches the wrong to disdain 
And cravings of sinners to loathe and refuse. 

There are no redemptions but those which we find 
Secreted deep in our minds and our hearts ; 

That carry no cares for the faults left behind. 
But make good every moment as it departs. 

The frenzy of haste to keep step with the pace 
Set us by rotting of customs of time. 

May raise our lust to an exalted place. 
But bury the soul that we shun in its slime. 



Fate may be cruel, and doubtful, and feared — 
Who risk shallow hopes on its turbulent waves ; 

And many such craft that so blindly had steered, 
And found its tomb added to myriad graves. 

The bark of illusion is easy to sail. 
It lends to our fancy, beguiling the mind ; 

But shores that we spent a whole life time to hail. 
Are ever before us, yet we could not find. 






Happiness ! — alluring, evading our grasp, — 
Our minds making slaves of its thrill, — 

Squirming away from the touch of our clasp — 
Inspiring hopes she is never to fill. 

And yet there is love holds no terror of this, 
But guides the clean soul through fate's dangers 
and all — 

A Love by whose light there comes all happiness, 
As now it awakened and blest with its call. 



Oh, death, reliever of all sorrow, — 
I wait today — I wait tomorrow; — 
Each day I wait, I love thee more ; 
For thee alone I'm waiting for. 
If life could change its mocking tone 
And leave me to myself, alone, — 
Break up the ties of servitude 
And leave my soul and feelings nude. 
Chaste and unblemished free to rise 
And battle for a nobler prize, — 
Then were it worth to let thee tarry 
And let new hope its message carry; 
And who knows then what it may be 
Perhaps 'twere better I have thee. 
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Whate'er is writ on page of life, 

Can't be erased a single word; 

But when God lodes the writing o'er 

And finds sins less and virtues more, 

He makes a balance in his bocrfc 

And gives you credit for the good 

Which you deposit at the grave 

Into the vaults of heaven, to save 

Until your soul from immortal plane, 

Comes down to earth and's bom again. 

(Another measure of life to fill). 

And all the wealth to live life o'er 

'S the good that's saved in life before. 

The wealth of love shall raise your soul 

To a greater sphere, to a higher goal ; 

It will give you peace, it will give you joy. 

And your hopes uplift, and your grief destroy ; 

Save it day and night, save it deed by deed ; 

Let no evil thought evil action bring ; 

For the wealth you take is the wealth you bring 

As from womb of death comes your living being. 
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REASON'S TRIUMPH. 

Supreme is the moment the mind is awakened 
And is purged of the rust of all cred'Ious thoughts. 

And wisdom creeps in like a welcome transgressor 
Freeing the conscience from custom's old ruts. 

The jeers and the gibes, and a crude ostracism, 
Are but the echoes of ages that passed : 

A coward that falters when ign'rance is mocking ; 
A hero who smiles at the fools he surpassed. 

Where truth had been mistress to imagination, 
Reason had rescued and placed on a throne; 

While fancy and passion were whipped to submis- 
sion — 
To truth all their instincts were made to atone. 

The heart is made light and the hopes are expanded ; 

The soul feels unshackled from grief that had fled ; 
A new life begins every mom when we waken, — 

A monument built for the yesterday's dead. 



TO MARGUERITE. 

I dreamed I trod alone a desert isle 

Seeking the trail from Ijjveland's barren shore. 
When from the earth I saw you rise and smile 

And pleading, bid me to return once more. 
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PAGES OF LIFE. 

Suffering drives the muse to greater depths than does 
elation. 
And with a deeper note, its solemn song 
From out of the Amen to buried hopes, gives new 
creation 
To other thoughts and scatters them along 
The pathway cheered by fate, made welcome for its 
mystery ; 
And thus made pregnant of new hopes again, 
Turns down, with grateful sigh, the pages of sad 
history, 
And begins anew a pageful to explain. 
Thus doth each page of life stage its own fate's de- 
sires 
And we must act the part which fate of us requires. 



TO MARGUERITE. 

My evil fate hath perished 

And my heart has ceased to pain, — 

Revived is hope long cherished, 

Giving me light again. 

Untied are the bonds that bound me 

In servitude to woe, — 

Reaching her arms around me 

In her love to guard me so. 

Teaching to me the blessing 

Endowed to few below. 
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JUST YOU AND I. 

Just you and I my sweetheart 
We two and time and space; 

Two souls drifting together 
To find a resting place. 

As the sunrays kiss the flower 
And make the flower to bloom 

So shall my kiss awake you 
From doleful touch of gloom. 

And all those passing shadows 

Of outcast memories. 
Shall sail upon the ship of fate 

And vanish o'er the seas. 

And love shall ever guard us 
And guide us on our way. 

And teach us to be happy 
And never drift away. 
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TO MARGUERITE. 



Why does the earth smile up to the sun dear, 

And the brooklet ripple and flow? 
Why do the birds give cheer in the springtime. 

And why do I love you so ? 

My thoughts on the wings of scorn had been blown 

To the shores of a distant coast. 
And for you they have all come together, 

And now I think of you most — 

Though my heart were pestered with sorrow. 

Sorrow which I could not subdue 
And chided by all, lost every blessing 

But not the blessing for you. 

Though my soul wore the yoke of my folly, 

And my hopes had all gone astray. 
Yet I knew that my love for you darling 

Will always, always remain. 
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TO MARGUERITE. 

Whene'er from you sweetheart I part. 
Then, loath, I miss you from my heart; 
And all the sweet hours we spent 
Clung to my memory when I went ; 
And I can still their spirit feel 
And so these hours, so lonesome, heal. 
Be cheerful darling in the thou^t 
Of all that our love had brought. 
And never let one moment pass 
That will not hope of joy emass, 
And so abundant, pure and good, — 
To crown and biess your motherhood. 



TO MARGUERITE. 

(Acrostic) 
My own sw«et wife, dearer to me than gold, — 
And could I but my heart and soul unfold. 
Revealed would be her sacred image there, 
Guarded in all her purity so rare. 
Under her care my own salvation lies 
Enwrapped in joy and lovelight of her eyes; 
'Round me her spirit ever hovers nigh. 
In soothii^ blessings like a gift from high; 
To me, fate schooled the bitter, but at last 
Endowed her lore and her to seal all past 
173 

I ., ...t, Google 



HOME COMING. 

I am coming sweetheart, coming, 
To my own sweet home I come; 

To the love that's waiting for me. 
When my weary journey's done, 

I am coming for refreshment 
For the soul that pines lor you ; 

For the soothing tender kisses 
And our darling baby too. 

To my treasures and possessions 
You and Chester do I come; 

To relieve myself of sorrows 
In the heaven of my home. 



THE RAINY DAY. 

While the rain is a falling, — my heart is a calling 

For the loved ones that I left at home; 
For their spirit beside me, 's the spirit that guides 
me 

Where'er I may journey or roam. 

And when I am lonely I think of them only — 
My thoughts keeping pace with my heart; 

And their spirit there dwelling, keeps my heart 
swelling 
With joy that of heaven's a part. 
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BIRTH OF JOY. 

We named her Joy — a symbol of 

The hope we cherished at her birth ; 
And may each year its promise fill, 
And in our hearts more love instill. 
That we may glory in her worth. 

She came in answer to a prayer — 
A blessed gift from him above. 
To give our souls a lifelong treat 
And share her brother's royal seat 
Within our hearts, so full of Love. 
July i6, '15. 



TO MY BABY GIRL. 

Her face 's like a vision of angels, 
Her smile sends a thrill through my heart, 

And in the play of emotions 
Plays ever the supermost part. 

As she ties in my arms and I kiss her. 
All my love throbs are set in a whirl, 

And may God so keep her forever — 
My own little sweet baby girl. 



) by Google 



WAR AND WORKER. 



I ask why should the tew kill millions? 

Why not the millions kill the few instead? 
Are wives and children and the homes you built 

To be the playthings for the crowned head ? 
Or shall the wealthy be made wealthy more 
From ruined cities and from human gore? 

Why should we kill and our God defy? 

Rather defy the king that rules by grace 
Of our ignorance and tolerance, 

And where his whim our own salvation place I 
Tis by our labor were all cities built. 
And when they are ruined we shall pay for it ! 

If all the wealth is offspring of our toil, 
Why not secure it with parental right? 

And make traducers whether kings of men 
Or business — all — tremble before our might! 

And if you must in murder raise your hand. 

Strike for a cause which you can understand. 

To keep you down 's to keep their kingdoms up. 

And patriotism is only a pretense 
To tune your mind to glory that is not — 

Reaping rich harvest from your ignorance — 
And you, how long shall all their cravings fill. 
And blindly take their biddings — e'en to kill? 
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In friendly grasp, the gloved hand disdains 
To clasp the calloused one, — it ne'er can be 1 — 

A record which for centuries had dwelt 
In open pages of our history. 

Who then so low, with reverence to treat 

That thinks of him as dirt beneath his feet? 

Build them their castles, mansions and the rest; 

Feed them with all the best you can produce. 
While meagre cravings of those loved at home 

In equal measure you must then reduce. 
But don't bemoan your fate, — you made it so, — 
Your power is Almighty ! — ^use it though I 



TO MAY (Birthday.) 



Within your heart let each day seek its blessing; 
Waste not a thought unless some joy possessing : 
For from our hearts and thoughts are all our deeds 

begot — 
New hopes made welcome, and the old forgot. 
Cling not to shadows — seek the light beyond, 
However fate may wield her magic wand — 
Let your smile guide you wheresoe'er 't may be — 
Then your fate shall be kind and your soul shall be 

free. 
And let your night's slumbers then bury each day, 
And with it let all of your pains pass away. 
With morning's awakening a new day is bom — 
With new life and strength for some goal to be won. 
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VOICE OF DEATH. 



Liberty lost, — the whole in tyrant's power; 

Lost to the men who fed the trodden soil, — 
Nourished through years and ripened at each hour ;- 

A peaceful country made a selfish spoil. 

E'en the night bird to its nest returning. 

Beheld the dreadful vision, gazed and sighed ; 

The scattered dead, the ruins still burning. 
The silent prayers and the fallen pride. 

The weeping souls in tremor gathered near; 

Hopeless to aid they shunned the painful sight; 
Dreading to speak, with pitying thoughts of fear. 

Gave a mute solemn utt'rance to the plight. 

The tyrant drank his fill, the conquering beast 
Felt not the vengeance of the silent dead ; 

While rousing sounds from clatter of his feast 
Mockingly chimed with souls' departing tread. 

The creeping night its gloomy shadows spread 
And hid the shameless sight beneath its shroud, 

While Justice slept unharassed in her bed ; — 
And crime its unchaste trumpet blew aloud. 
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WHILE JUSTICE SLEEPS. 

Worship antiquity — your mind in indolence 
Secure from light of inquiry, and guiding your 
Ambition to the goal where'lucre beckons and 
The heart, pulsating for vain glory gives it vim. 
And thus become a modern figure of real man — 
A financier, a patriot and all the rest 
That fools applaud and seek to emulate; alas! 
Could they but see beneath the dazzling disguise. 
The sneering snob — the vampire who thrives upon 
Their lacks and miseries, their hardships, more than 

all 
Their ignorance and blindness of continual crimes 
Of which they are the victims — willing victims too! 
In worshipping the things their evil masters do. 
Perhaps e'en then, if they have timid hearts of slaves 
They'd draw each other's blood to swell the greed of 

knaves, 
And doing it, bereave their own of all they have, 
So greed is triumphant and poverty rampant. 
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GREED, FOOLS AND WAR. 

The giant of greed unsheathed his mighty sword 
And raised his pennant over half the world. 

And fools by millions to his banner swanned 
And each 'pon each, their shafts of fury hurled. 

And murder, rape and hunger swept the earth ; 

Mountains of dead oozing with streams of blood : 
Abandoning all hope that made life worth, — 

Millions of demons fighting against God. 

The depraved kings are squirming on their thrones, 
Fearing the ancient writing on the wall; 

While Greed finds music in the dying moans. 
And ign'rance jeering at the fools that fall. 

Of life bereft? — the living heart bears more, — 
The torture of the sane can't be conceived ; — 

The devil makes fools insane when at war, — 
The lust to give, consumes the pain received. 

And death the conqueror, with glory drunk. 
To birds of prey sets most unheard of feast ; 

Their's is to seek no more the flesh that stunk, — 
Here it was — fresh each day; both man and beast. 

And Greed looks on, like Nero, without fear; 

All to supply his craving — "let it bum" ! 
Jingle of money's music to his ear. 

While in his heart he'd rather kill than yearn. 

And so the war goes on and the fool pays 
With life and hardship, pain and misery; 

While Greed looks on and chuckles at his ways 
And makes him think God wills it so to be. 
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WORK AND WIN. 

Winter, Autumn, Summer, Spring, 
All in harmony do sing — 

Work and win ! Work and win ! 
As we hurry fast along 
Through the unobserving throng 

Of ambition fostered men. 

We forget that we are kin. 
And in haste we can but hear 
One voice whispering in our ear — 

Work and win ! Work and win ! 

Friends are scattered all about. 
Adding strength to common shout — 

Work and win ! Work and win ! 
And though in ourselves there lies 
Something which itself denies. 

And its echoes in the heart, 

Play an unimportant part. 
In its deepest chambers lie 
Shadowed by the battle cry — 

Work and win! Work and win! 

Thoughts espoused to selfish greed. 

Only one atonement breed — 

Work and win ! Work and win ! 

And the men who follow on. 

On the path so long begun. 

In their blindness to all else. 
Cannot see that it is false ; 

And they tremble lest they fail 
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To atone ambition's wail — 

Work and win I Work and win ! 

All the church and kingly powers 
Murmur from their lofty towers — 

Work and win I Work and win ! 
And who working won himself 
Surplus recompense of pelf, 

Dons a greatness — and to those 

Whose hopes crumbled in their woes, 
Lavishing doth succor bring. 
Dressed in motto of one thing — 

Work and wtnt Work and win! 

Then there comes a change desired — 
Change the same words had inspired — 

Work and win I Work and win ! 
Then your life of strife is over — 
In your mind new visions hover ; 

For within the mines you own, 

Slaves your avarice atone, — 
Men who hopeless of rewards. 
Fight your battles with the words — 

Work and win ! Work and win ! 

Do not strive to help another. 

Though in God's name he's your brother- 
Work and win! Work and win! 

Strive to prosper and command — 

Slaves are many in the land : 

Don't attempt to break their chains ; 
Bind them stronger with your gains; 

Till that motto so long cherished. 

Will of its accord have perished — 
Work and win ! Work and win ! 

Strive and strive, but, for yourself, 
Till your purse is full of pelf; — 
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Work and win! Work and win I 
Do not seek another's gain — 
Do not heal another's pain 

Let the starved and ign'rant be — 

Do not strive to set them free; 
For you must obey command 
Which these holy words demand — 

Work and wint Work and win I 

You have worked and you have won — 
Now new battle cry's begun — 

Win and win 1 Win and win ! 
Let another cry with pain. 
While you laugh and drink champagne; 

Let another wail of hunger. 

So you bind him to you stronger; 
As his measly wage gets worse 
More's the money in your purse. 

Win and win ! Win and win ! 

As each soul doth pass away. 
Play you it — your music gay 

Win and win ! Win and win I 
And death mated to your song, 
Strays your starving slaves among; 

And your gaiety chimes but well 

With its silent parting knell ; 
While the soul, unheard, unseen. 
Sleeps beneath the quilt of sin, — 

Win and win ! Win and win ! 

Surely you have cause to smile. 
For you do the world beguile — 

Win and win ! Win and win ! 
Now you're raised to few of power 
Who enslave the many lower. 

And you glory in your pride. 
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For you're drifting with the tide, 
But be careful of the storm. 
Lest the tide may do you harm — 

Win and win ! Win and win 1 

You may sail and sail along 
Piloted by just one song — 

Win and win! Wm and win! 
Ships of greed and deviltry. 
Sail on seas of slavery. 

But the storm of truth will from 

The dark clouds of knowledge come. 
Then the ships will all go down. 
While the frantic waves will moan, — 

Win and win! Win and win! 

Then God's victory will ring. 
And each little bird will sing 

Win and win ! Win and win ! 
Sin all buried in its shame. 
Will espouse another name ; 

And the losers in the fray, 

Who will not their God obey. 
Must beware, for then no more 
You can drink another's gore; — 

Win and win ! Win and win ! 

Then the slaves will all be masters. 
Free of all the past disasters ; — 

Win and win I Win and win ! 
And within their hearts, made free 
Of the yoke of slavery. 

There will grow a new desire 

Tempered by a soul-bom fire, 
To unite the world in blood. 
Through a Christian Brotherhood. 

Win and win I Win and win I 
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Yes, you're winning, winning, winning! 
Never knowing that your sinning, — 

Ye have lost! Ye have lost! 
For "the God through different stages. 
Kept the record on life's pages; 

On those pages 's writ in blood — 

"Traitors to your brotherhood — 
Ye have naught but evil done, 
For ye neither worked nor won — 

Ye have lost ! Ye have lost !" 
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GENIUS AND MANKIND. 

Oh, how UDJust then is this world of ours, 
When from our greatest gifts another borrows. 
And with the freedom of a reckless mind. 
Dispenses stolen driblets to mankind. 

Mankind's so small and genius is so great — 
In true affiance they can never mate; 

But like a distant star — its glories light 
Takes time to bring unto the common sight. 

Even in life, the intellect 's abused 

By wanton will that seeks to be amused; 

Leaving to conscience our mind to school, 
To let our fancy or our reason rule. 

Thus social ties we cherished in our heart. 
Become like bonds we'd rather break apart; 

Except a child's love — of all else the best — 
To keep the soul in tune with all the rest. 

To be true to one's self, one can but pay 
With thoughts his mind had gathered on the way 
Upon life's path — but then again it's queer — 
The coin of thought is counterfeited here. 

In what a net our short life may be bound 
When fate m slumber had our reason found. 

And having lured our will from reason's bed. 
Promised us joy, but gave us grief instead. 
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So human fate its unjust glory reaps 
While fancy 's 'wakened and our reason sleeps ; 
And, as we feast from fancy's choicest fruit, 
The will grows loudest and our soul grow^ mute. 

And in the mind, alone, we sift things o'er, 
And see same fate knocking on future's door; — 
Shams and hyprocrisy — ^perverted truth; — 
Age shaming manhood, manhood shaming youth. 

A social ladder ending at nowhere, — 

Supported by a wail of dwelling bare ; — 

By chance one storm of truth, by Heaveq cast. 
Would crumble the whole thing in one loud blast. 

Who knows what glorious temples of deceit 
Would also crumble in the wake of it? 

As thrones and churches, corrupt courts and 
schools, — 

The whole gross power builded up by fools. 

The dream of genius set to rhyme and prose; 

Cherished in minds where truth and kindness grows ; 
Fostered in .deeds by those who see the light 
And dared to think, and for their thoughts to 
fight 



) by Google 



WORLD'S HOPE. 



Could not the world man's selfishness survive, 
"Fwere useless then for men to be alive ; 

T'would be a foul creation without goal 
And man an evil being without soul. 

The mere existence of nobler desires ; 

Craving for light to which genius aspires ; 

Alone, spell hope for freedom of mankind — 
As seeds of brotherhood within the mind. 

Who knows how long real justice may be 'sleep 
Or seeds of brotherhood their glory reap? 

Time's infinite — our life's too short to see — 
But hope's not vain that's for posterity. 
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THE SPARROW AND THE EAGLE. 

A little sparrow learned to fly 
And wished to travel very far 

Into the depths of clouds and sky, 
To settle on the evening star. 

It flew as high as it could fly, 
Until it reached the steeple's tower; 

But then it stopped to rest and cry. 
Because it did not have more power. 

An Eagle from his lofty nest. 

Having just learned to use his wings, 

Bethought to give their pow'r a test, 
And fly above all living things. 

He spread his wings — the air gave way 
Before their power and his might. 

And birds that held the aerial sway. 
Admired the wonder of his flight. 

The sparrow on the tower rejoices 
To hear the music of the chimes, — 

The Eagle hears the angel voices 
Singing in the Ethereal climes. 
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WAR. 

To please a royal fancy — 

To win a despot's claim — 
Millions of men have left their kin 

And followed to he slain. 

They do not ask for reasons — 

They do not querry why — 
They strap their sacks upon their backs. 

And bid their friends good-bye. 

The wives they leave behind them, 
And children that they bore; 

And mothers too, they left to rue. 
Perhaps forever more. 

Phev seek to kill some other 

\Vho never harmed them aught — 
Brothers in woe who will not know 
The reason why they fought. 

Shall the tyrant keep their loved ones 

In shelter and in food? 
While they're gone for to fight his war. 

And left them to their God? 

If you must fight, fight for your home ; 

For peace and brotherhood; 
^nd let no knave — make you his skve. 
Though he wear a royal hood. 






SPIRIT OF BRUTUS. 

Spirit of Brutus ! In some brave heart wer't thou. 
There would not be a ruler living now ; 
And ere this murder, thy power might have doomed 
Some craven king's ambition ere it bloomed. 

How long supinely yielding to their king 

Will men their manhood waste beneath his feet? 

And giving him their life and everything. 
Bring up their brood their folly to repeat? 



TO MARGUERITE. 

When love grows so deep 
That with joy our eyes weep. 

And our hearts in elation respond ; 
And our mind is kept pure. 
And our faith is found sure, 

Filling life full of memories fond; 
Then no words need be said 
Nor no sorrows to dread, — 

Life itself pays its dues unto God ; 
And may those, on their way 
To seek happiness, pray 

To find the same path that we trod- 
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